
Illustrated Fantasy & Sci-Fi From The World's Greatest Artists & Writers 





a Wump€rdfdo/ scan 


humpcrdido®hotmqil. com 



/®0ANTUM CAT ENTERTAINMENT 
fJHONE 1407) 599-1272 FAX 1407) 599-0906 


Po-i, H 32790 Or>« y*of i 
U».00;ICar>o4o $37,001: (o 
po/m«nf >n U S. funds onl/. 

' Wu>i*>ftiil.FL32790 ISSN 

Sftfld oddfvit cKan9« lo Ftoi 


Pm^-coU Powogft Foid ot 
10999690. POSTMASTEt 
K FroisHo Fonkivy HNsiromd. 


I've enclosed $ for o one yeor subs 

(6 issues) o! FFFi Pleose begin my subscnptic 


A Letter From The Publishers 


So you made il post the cover. .that's a start. The Death Dealer evokes such 
powerful emotions. It's one of those pieces thol coplures your attention and defies 
definition. Is it the ort itself or the sense of power and evil that pervades the painting? 
No matter how you moy perceive il one thing is for certain. ..it is undoubtedly o 
stunning achievement of imagination. In this issue Dr David Winiewicz provides 
some excellent background concerning this classic piece and also provides an 
informative in-depth exominotion of Frazetto's pen and ink techniques. Featured for 
the first time ore Mogic the Golhering card artist Doren Boder, U.K. multimedia artist 
Steve Slone ond French-Americon comic artist Philip Xovier. Also featured is a 
hounting ElfQuest tale from Wendy Pini, the continuation of Elio Leone's outrageous 
sogo Infernus Terra and a preview of Anne McCoffrey's upcoming novel Nimisho's 
Ship, scheduled to be releosed In January. 

We are changing to o bi-monthly publishing schedule in 1999, starling with 
the next issue on sale in January. Issue #5 kicks off the new year with originol 
ortwork and stories from Avolon Studios' Brian Hoberlin and Whilce Portacio, Daren 
Boder, The Hildebrondl Brothers, Elio Leone/Tom Grindberg, Elio Leone/Horley & 
Orizio, and Rob Prior. Plenty of new tolent wos discovered ol convention stops in 
Orlondo, Charlotte, Chicogo, San Diego and Allonto ond you'll see il represented in 
future issues. Thanks to Joe Jusko, pictured below, for signing oulogrophs and 
drawing sketphes ^or qppreciolive fons In both Charlotte and Son Diego. We'il see 
the conclusion .of Joe^ frightening HellRiders wrdpped up in a speciol twenty page 
segment In our Moyisiue. 

' I Ke^p readingl ^ 
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FRANK FRAZETTA’S 
"Death Dealer” 


Many artists spend their lives trying to create a single Image that will guarantee them a 
small place In art history. Most will fail. Frazetta is the exception. Artists seek perfection; Frazetta 
achieves it. Over the past 50 years Frazetta has drawn and painted a long line of powerful, 
memorable, and influential images. The Death Dealer is one of his greatest masterpieces - a 
haunting, disturbing scene that is like a dark dream materializing before our eyes. 

The Death Dealer has a smoldering malevolent presence. His large horse, almost tree-like, 
is rooted in the earth. The two figures seem to rise out of the earth to remind us of our mortality. 
Death is the ever-present backdrop to our lives and violence is the defining feature of the twentieth 
century. Frazetta has mastered the visual vocabulary of death, destruction, and barbarism; he holds 
up a brutal mirror to our dark places. 

As always. Frazetta adds subtle details that heighten the intensity of the composition. For 
example, the Death Dealers bull-like helmet has that feral quality which adds a suggestive note of 
animal savagery. The Death Dealer's axe seems an essential part of his nature, another level of 
visual threat and intimidation. The swirling birds of prey are drawn to the background carnage and 
further reinforce the raw realities of the landscape. 

The origin of this artwork is interesting: it is the result of extreme anger and frustration felt 
by Frazetta. In 1973 Frazetta began to hear comments that he was washed-up. coasting on his 
reputation, submitting half-finished works to art editors too intimidated to reject anything. Fans 
asked why Frazetta couldn t paint oils equal in power to his Conan paintings of the 1960’s. Frazetta's 
fanatical fans refused to accept anything except a total masterpiece each time he sat at the easel. 
These lacerating opinions disappointed Frazetta. ..and angered him. His rage served to fire his 
competitive nature. The result was the Death Dealer- a static equestrian portrait (similar to the 
standing Conan the Adventurer in concept) but its blazing presence and volcanic Intensity stamp it 
as pure Frazetta. Frazetta has captured the strange stillness of abject horror. 

The Death Dealer vibrates with the echoes of past masters; from the horsemen of the 
apocalypse, the Pale Rider of Munch, the Nightmare of Fuseli, the Satanic scenarios of H. Bosch, to 
the Black oils and Caprichios of Goya. This oil resonates with many ancient associations - death on a 
horse, the executioner, or faceless death wielding a scythe. Part of the Death Dealer's unique impact 
is Its indeterminacy; It challenges the viewer to ask questions. Is the Death Dealer an allegory on 
war? Is he a righteous executioner, a symbol of social justice? Or does the painting portray social 
chaos and total anarchy, an avenging demon fresh from hell? Perhaps it's a thinly veiled 
self-portrait of Frazettas own soul. 

The painting was completed over the course of 5 days. The initial idea was quickly 
sketched - in over the course of one day; the intricate metalwork and subtle overlay tinting took 
more time. Frazetta is the consummate perfectionist: he demands pure excellence. That is what 
defines a genuine masterpiece - it cannot be better; it sets a standard of achievement, a perfectly 
expressed idea. The Death Dealer has a timeless appeal that transcends every demographic 
boundary: it is beloved by rock stars, tattoo artists, bikers, intellectuals. Hollywood celebrities, and 
fine artists the world over. 

It takes a great deal of energy to produce a work of this impact. Frazetta has told me many 
times how difficult it is to work himself up to this level of passion. Frazetta puts himself into the 
paint. The result is that he becomes tired, used, diminished, emotionally and physically exhausted. 
It's not unlike a world-class athlete who gives everything he has to achieve a lofty goal. Frazetta has 
attained those lofty goals time and again. 


Dr. David Winiewicz 





\pB£setfr PAY, pResetYT time. 

[ AMERiCA HAS U05T ONE O? 

I rrs MC3ST PRECIOUS CtTIES. ‘ 


f THE eVENTS Op 
THIS MORNINS HAVE 
> CAPTUREP MY 
^ ATTEIYTION . . . ^ 


I'M FAM/UAR 

wnn youR hypothesis, 

BUT GENERAL CLASS WASN'T 
PRESENT AT THE PREVIOUS 
^^^^BRIEPINS... 

SO I 

SUGGEST YOU 
sivE US vouR afsr ■ 
SUMMATION. 


I'VE BEEN 

f TOLP WHAT you ^ 
THINK THIS IS PROFESSOR 
EINSTEEN, BUT I CUS/V'r 
BELIEVE THIS WAS 
k NOT A NATURAl 
^^pCCURRENCE. 


A/r LAVA SPEWING ' 
jr THROUSH THE CENTER ^ 
f OV SAN FRANCISCO \G 1 
NOT F NATURAL OCCUROSUCt 
TO ANY RATIONAL SCIENTIST 
i WHO UNPERSTANPS THE , 
V FUNOAMENTALS OF J\ 
PLATE TECTONICS. AA 


THIS WAS ^ 
A PLANNER ATTACK 
By AN UNKNOWN 
W. EHTITY... 


LET US A'OA’f > 
THAT THIS ATTACK WAS 
ONLY PESISNEP TO SENP 
AME6SASE AND/VOrA 
* PHELUPE TO fyOflAS... . 


I "MOLTEN LAVA SPEWEP . 
I THROUSH THE CENTER OF THE 
CHY IN A PEAPLY ERUPTION 
PESTT?OytNS EVERY STRUCTURE | 
I IN rrs WAKE ANP KILLING ANY | 
) LIVING ORGANISM CAUSHT 
I ^ IN ITS PATH.“ 


\ “WE HAP BEEN TRACKINS 
UNUSUAL SEISMIC ACTIVITY 
UNPERNEATH VARIOUS MAJOR 
INTERNATIONAU CITIES FOR THE 
PAST TWO YEARS." 


•I BELIEVE THIS TERRIBLE UNNATURAL' 
OCCURRENCE CAN HAPPEN TO ANY 
ANP ALL CP THE OTHER CITIES UNLESS 
SOMETHING IS PONE IMMEPIATELY." 











^MR. PRSSIPei'flV' 
I HAVE SOMETHINS 
THAT OBMANRS 
YOUR IMMeOIATE 
s^ATTENTk?N- > 


f YEAH? > 
WHArs HER 
S. NAME? . 


IT'S -ViSr ^ 
^>1 JOKING MATTER^ 
•V ME. PRESIPENT. y 
^ YOU’RE 
f AWARS OF 
WHAT'S HAPPENEt? TO 
FRANCISCO? . 


^ SOtm SORT ^ 
OF EARTHQUAKE 
V I RECKON? 


IT AFT’EARS TO ^ 
BE MUCH MORE THAN THAT. 
PLEASE PONT MAKE ANY 
PUBLIC STATEMEHTS 
5IR..-I'tU BE THERE IN 
TEN MINUTES... 


' WE'RE\ 
TAKINO A \ 
LITTLE I 
•.TRIP--. <v. 
r ANP YOU'RE > 
OOINO TO HAVE 
SON& HEAVY 
, EXPLAINING . 
oJ'O PO.^^ 


pr CNOK ^ 
PROFESSOR, 
STEP RIGHT . 


FAME M' 
FRIENP. 


•^I'M FINALLY 
GOING TO GET 
MY FIFTEEN 
MINUTES. 


' FIFTEEN > 
MINUTES OF 
s. WHAT7 J 


UNWANTED. 
UNNECESSARY X 
S,. <1 

K f — 7 THEY^ 

I ( HAP ONLY 
~ . \lIBT£N£P... 





YOUR HEAR I 
POWN! Ar 






n 



MR. pResieeNT, 

I BELIEVE THE ’ 
TRAGePy TH/JT OCCUHHEP 
IN SAN PRANaSCO JUST 
Few HOURS AGO IS 
, JUST C5NE OF AWNV w 
MORE TO COME- 
UNLESS 
V WE TAKE 
■ COUNTERACTIVE 
^^^MEASURES. 


THAT WAS THE > 
STRANGeST EARTHQUAKE 
I'VE fkECSEEN— 
LOOKER LIKE SOME 
^ SORT OF VOLCANO A 
TO MB. 


IT WAS NOT Ni 
A VOLCANO SIR. rr > 
WAS A PLANNBP ATTACK 
. 3Y AN UNKNOWN J 
N. AGGRSSSOR. y 


y I BELIEVE ^ 
THAT THIS ATTACK 
WAS CONDUCTEO BV 
INHASTTANTS OF THl 
INNBR BARTH. 


f INHABITANTS 1 
OF THE INNER EARTH 
you SAV? MV... MY... 
SOUNPS WORTHy 
OF A AKffSS 
k CONFBI^NCe. A 


Y THEy USUALLY ^ 
ASSBMBLB TO HEAR] 
L ME TALK THIS TIME 
OB VAY. 


THINK I'LL T 
LEND you THE 
MICROPHONE THIS 
L AFTERNOON. J 


r UH... > 

OUTER WORLD. 


IT'S 

Qurre A 1 
RUSH I mustJ 
^ sAy. 


\y just step \- 
f thhouoh the 
POOR PROFBSSOR, 
ANP INTO THE 
LIVINC ROOMS 
V. OF THE PEOPLE j 
N. IN THE... ' 
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■ fr Hfy pguow 

* AMBRJCANS.. 

A TBR/iJBLe - 

TKA&eCV HAS OCCURRSP 
TOPAV. A TRAGeB/ UNLIKE ANY ) 

S. WE HAVE eVBR ^ ^ 
KNOWN... 


SOMETHIN* THE 
AVERAGe pensoN, mysele 
INCUIOER. PIP NOT UNPERSTANP 
V UNTIL JUST A FEW a 
MOMENTS A*0. 


LIKE TO ' 
INTROPUC6 
PROFESSOR 


jK LUCtCYFORUS. 

THERE ARE PEOPLE WHO ” 
PO UNPERSTANP THE EVENTS 
OP THIS MORNIN* ANP ONE OF 
k THEM IS HERE Wm A 

US TOPAY. 


THESE SILVER-HAIREP 
MEN COULP BE THE KEV 
TO 1>IE SALVATION OF 
r MY PEOPLE. 


BLITZ NEWSKR/EG 
UYE FROM THE 
\ WHITE HOUSE. 


IF YOU THINK ^ 
SAN FRANCISCO' 
IS AN ISOLATEP 
INOlPENT" 


) EVERYONE... 
PLEASE LISTEN 
TO WHAT I HAVE 
TO SAY VERY 
) CAREFUUY. I 


T IF THEY ' 
.PO NOT WANT-* 
TO HELP 
•w ME... . 


THINK 

AGAIN. 


r«_> I HAVE \_^ 
\ CONCLUPEP THAT f 
) THIS SO-CALLEP V. 
ERUPTION WAS AN 
AOORESSIVE ACTION 
TAKEN AOAINST US 
WITH MANY MORE 
TO FOLLOW- 
vOUR WORLP 15 IN / 
lORAVE PANOER-.-C 


MAKE 


■mEM. 


/? 




you^s^ 

Mdy HAVE 
CONNBQ TUB 

' BUT I DON’T 

, Buy/Jivx 

K OP 


'^BO WHEHE^ 
DO r TAKE THIS 
^ QUAOC7 


WAVTS MM TAUBN TO 

■me CAPnoL builoing . . . 
ySW K£EP TPB PPSSS 
) AWAYPPOMPIM! 


THIS WH/TB L 
HOUSB SEEMS TO 
BE SOMETHIN* OF ‘ 
A WEAOauARTEH^ 


TALK TO THB 
MAN YOU ARB 
.BSCORT/NO... 


^ YOURWORIP^^ 
WILL 8B OBSTROYBO 
IF YOU PON'T STOP 
''>^MIMNOW! ^ 


PO/VT^^PB 

Move/ “^r 

YOU ao^ 
FOR THAT ' 
^MWBAPONANP 
YOU'RB j 
^TKpbap' ^ 


Evil. MAS A WA/ OF 
APPEARIN* AT THE MOStI 
OPPORTUNE MOMENTS. | 


I KNBW HE** 
WOULD SHOW UP 
HBRB... 

r IPBALISTIC , 
L FOOL. J 





' MU 5T^ W£«£ 'Y 

^^^^HB'S AS 
f aronMr. a<s 1 

1 

. K 

BBAR^^^ 

you ONE 

I^^^^^LoF THEMy 
^j^^^^DO you \ pH 
Iv/n^W OOME FROM \ 1 

WITHIN THE y V ^ 1 

B BHBv h' JI&'I 

&7VP/\^ 



^ HBAR HIM... 


^ yee/ 



9BSTOPPBPNOW 



^ pte// 








'WE/SPONS ARB 
S. /VrfAT... . 
y BUT NOT > 
( BNOUOH TO 
\^U MB! 


r N£>rT^ 
r/MS you 
aiB! j 


WHO 

Aue 

YOU?^ 


I AM 

wf^sote. I HAVE 
I COtf£ TO SEEK H 
I yOUR HELP" B 
A ANO TO WARN 

■L 

YOUR WORLP ^ 
{ WILL Rie AND YOU 
WILL ALL P£RISH'. YOU 
. MUST STOP HIM , 
Ik. IMMBRIATeLY! J 


NOW ^ 
W W JUST HOLD 
M ON A 5EOOND 
y AND EXPLAIN 
Bk Y OURSELF, . 
B^- SON.^^ 
WNO -^B 
EXACTLY IS B 
THAT WE HAVE fl 
TO 5TOA7^^B 


^ I K3NT ^ 
r4ET Pm ENOUGH 
I FOR THIS Mhi* 




1 1 'i 



WB^ f2S 

INSIPE... T , 



'what theSBS 

HELL WAS MB 

^^LyOU NOWI 1 

" 

1 y^SO WHAT's'V, 
1 (all THE RUCtCUS 



HIS NAME 
IS AORR 
^yeoR. ' 


I YOWRSRJOAfr. 

{ THERE'S NO TIME 
FOR DELAY. - 
r WE'RE FACINO A > 
CRISIS THE WORLD 
HAS NEVER KNOWN, 
SO I'LL HAVE 
S^O TRUST YOU. y 
y' HOW CAN 
( WE STOP THIS } ; 
V^LORD -TBORP J A 


I KNOW 
WHAT TO 

^^I JUST NEED DO. a 
T YOUR ASSISTANCE, 

AND TWELVE OF YOUhV|B 
BEST WARRIORS j^T 
k WITH ADVANCED ^ 

\WEAPON5^^/ 



/ I'D LIKE YOU TO BE \ ^ 
' RIRECTLY INVOLVED, V ir 
PERHAPS EVEN ACCOMPANY l» 

V ESOK AND “OUR FINEST 
\ON THEIR MISSION^>\. ^ 
I THINK YOUR 
f SCIEPVTIFIC KNOWLEDOE 
OF THE INNER EARTH WILL BB 
L BE USEFUL TO OUR TEAMy^B 
\s„^ IT WILL BE 

[PANGEROUS AND YOU ) ■ 
\^YNOT RETURN... " 
SO I'LlN 

( leave it up 
''V TO YOU. A 


HOW CAN I 

REFUSE TO SERVE ^ 
Y COUNTRY AND WORLD 
AT THE TIME OF IT'S 
OHEATEST NEED- 




5EN6RAL, 
y WE'RE 

"to need a dozen Of rOUR^^BK^ 

8EST MEN WILEtNO TO OlVE ' 

THEIR LIVES TO fi4l« TAff I ' 

. WORW. CAN you OET A 
\ TEAM BEADV M'/W/A' ^ ' ^^iT/ 

THe HouBR /^ yessiR. 

, -/ MR. PRESIDENT, ' 
^rjl5?ST\ THAT'S WHAT WE'RE 
HERE FOR, _ 
, SIR. 


&OOP...A. 

/ BARBARIAN NAMED 1 
eson UCCOMfAHMU By 
PROFESSOR eiNSTSes 
WILL BE MEETING ^ 

"V you sHORTLy./ 


I'LL 

WAITINO ■ 
SIR... I'VE 
ALREADV BEEN 
“N. INFORMED.^ 


oeneral;’ 


yEs 

MR. PRESIDENT? 


SEAW>ER FI, 


' WATCH ' 
YOUR HEAP 
\My BOY. J 


THIS 

IS A STRANOE 
'V BIRD... ^ 


' I DO FJOT ' 
LIKE SITTINO 
k INSIDE rr^ 


1 CAMPPEMBROKS. MILITARV 
I HEAPtSUARTERS FOR GBNERAl. 
'JONES AND HIS CRACK TEAM Op. 
HARDENED ARM/ SPECIALISTS. 


JUST HOLD 

* ON FOR THE RIDE ^ 
BOV... IT'S A SHORT 
JRIP IF I REMEMBER . 
CORRECTty. ^ 


THE UDNO DESCENT TO ENCOUNTER ' 
TRUE EVn, BEOINS APPROPRIATEL/ 

. ENOUOH.-/iV A SEWER. 


eiGMT 
. OW/ . 


WEVE 

f COT A WAR 
OENTLEMEN. VOU'VE 
I. ALREAPy BEEN J|H 
KBRIEFED- 

TVS UP TO^''NfM 
f YOU TO SAVE ^ 
/ WORIP.' THERE'S \ 
( ONLy TWELVE OP /OU 1 
I BECAUSE WE CAN'T RISK I 
\tHIS y'BOH CHARACTER 
k TRACKING yOUH 
|\. MOVEMENTS. 


NOW >\ 
lOAP THOSE \ 
WEAPONS ANP GET 
YOUR ASSES OFF 
\THOSE BENCHES j 
PRONTO’ y 
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\a PftWnWB WORLP 

} RgVEALS rrSElF. 


•• JOSTUKE^ 
A SCENE FROM 
SOME OOAM/V 
L. FLICK. ^ 


r THIS IS ^ 
SOME CREEFV 
MAN! 


^ we- V£ SOT^ 
A JOB TO OO... 
LET'S TAKE CARE 
OF BUSINESS ANP 
. (JET OUT OF 
^HERE FAST,' A 


^ JUST Aieep ^ 
{MOVING AND SHUT 
^ YOUR TRAP! y 


you SAIP A H 
rr CHIEF... 

WSf Mi ASS IS 
O' rrCHIN’ TO LISHT 
W THIS PLACE UP ANI 
Ilk GST ON OUT. 


■"■^JUST AROUNP ^ 
THE EPOE OF THIS 
CANTON LIES THE 
RESISTANCE CAMP. 


■^uR numbers'^ 
WERE WEAKENEP 
WHEN I 8E0AN 
S^y JOURNET. 


I HOPE 
SOME 
PiEMAIN. 


I THE CAMP COMES INTO VIEW... 
I Nome FOR ESOK ANP A 
RBPUGB FOR THOSE WHOSE 
HBARTS BBAT WITH THE 
RHYTHM OF DBFIANCB. 


WOULP 
you LIKE 
SOME? 


WHAT 

[STRANOE ARMOUR 
L. THET HBA-R-A 


f WHV 
yss, YBS. 

Si ALL 
^ MEANS. 


W WBLCOMB^i. 

r esoK! IT ' 

SEEMS THAT 
yOU'VE RETURNEP 
I WITH A FEW i 
^^VISITORS. ^ 


^THIS PLACE ^ 
" AIN'T SO BAP... ’ 
I MISHT WANT 
.TO STICK AROUNP 
L FOR A WHILE. J 


^ I AM ^ 
'ANXIOUS T01 
1 SEE THE ] 
L OTHERS.^ 


ri'p 

LIKE 

JHAT. 




^ ANGBREP ANC> STIMULATEP. TW£ ASSASSJn] 
f=OUlOWS THE TRAIL OF TWe HOPEFUL. J 


[the PaOSPBCTO? A SECOND ENCOUNTER WITH 

Ka worthy adversary quickens his pulse. 


SUT FOR NOW, HIS PESIRE 
TO KILL MUST BE POSTTONED. 


8RINOINO THE SAD NEWS TO 
HIS LORD TAKES ^ECEDENCE. 


.. A TASK THAT WOULD 
TERRJpy LESSER MEN. 






' FRItfHT IS A FOREIGN 
’EMOTION TO THIS ASSASSIN. 


THIS TASK IS 
■SIMR-y A NUISANCE. 


■K' yoUVE COME ^ 
RBy TO ME WITHOUT ’ 
V J HIS HEAP. HAS OUR 
LITUE REBEL ; 

'^s^^\eu/pep 'foix? A 


yES, My LORD, 
f I POLUOWEP THE > 
SCENT OP THIRTEEN MEN 
NOT OF OUR WORLD. 

L I WILL FIND THEIR > 
K LOCATION OUlCKLy./ 


^FINPTHEM L 
TMMEPIATEiyiJ 
INS TBUCT ZION \ 

, TO BBING TNEmS> 

TO ME Alive. V\\y' 
PO NOT 
FAU MB 
^ Z AGAIN! ^ 



■La^H HE HAS 

returned.^^^^^H 







I CiVUS FINP5 ms OWN 
k MOTJV/JTION AS TWg CAMP IS 
Pisccvesep shorts/ TWgRgAFTgR. 


'what IS^ 
fT CyRUS"^ 


ASSgMSUg ” 
yOUR MgN, ZION. 

A SLAU&HTeR 

IS AT HANP. 4 

I HAVg 

Y FOUND THg LAST \ 
,RBMAmNG PATHSTIC 
ik RgBgt CAMP. 


f ANOTHER 
( CAMP 
\ RBMAINS.. 

y^NP IT ^ 

' HOUSES \ 
SOME NEW 
JNHABfTANTS.^ 

> reoe 

( WAHTS THEM U 
y ALP/E. 


Y ^ 

'heap that my 
I FRIENDS 


I PREFER y 
THEM PEAR! I 


' LgT'S SHOW 
THgSg FRgAKS A 
UfTTUg MODgRN 
^TgCHNOLOijy. 


Y STEAPy ^ 
GEHTLEMEN... 
UgT THgM OgT 
L WITHIN FIRINO 
^ BANGS.. . A 


YEEEAAARRGGGHHH! 
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• MOPERN WEAPONRy ENCOUNTERe PRIMAL' 
FUR/--ANP THE BATUE BE£/IN5. 




< '/Oa HANDLE > 

/OURSELF tveu 

V PROFESSOR^ 


/ WAR BRIN05 ' 
/ OUT THE BEST 
I ANP WORST IN 
\ MEN M/ BO/- > 
/iVs ABOUT 
{ TIME THAT I \ , 

I EXPERIENCED THE ) 

\ THRILLS OF / 

V BATTLE, y 
y^l ASSUME 
WE SHOULD LEAVE \ 

THIS LOCATION ) 
\.,_^PROMPa/?,/ 


/ THAT ^ 
'WOULP BE WISE.' 
ANOTHER ATTACK 
k IS IMMINENT. A 


' BOUM? 
UP THE 
LIVING. 


CONTINUED 
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PLANET SYRJANNA 0202. 
CO-ORPINATES 155165 0 1Z6. 


HIGHEST SECURITY HEAPOUARTERS 
OF THE HERPAC CORPORATION. 
AU OTHER RETAILS CIASSIFIEP. 


FLIOHT NUMBER CLASSIFIER. 
PERSONAL TRANSPORTER TO 
GENERAL TOHL REMARAS. 


ALL OTHER RETAILS CLASSIFIEP- 
Re(XlRP OF IRIS FLIOHT ERASER... 


. - ^ 



iJiJ ^ 

' " T' ^ 

- U* ’ «. 

' _ 

..•NHNm. 




nar . *‘- 

■- 

fNV.IIf 


n t 


stone@nexus.dna.denion.eo.uk 





PLKJWT NOW 
OOCtONO IN 
B/Sy 17934 .. 


ttii FIGHTBRS.. 

you KNOW wHy 


TO yOUR HOUR. 


7v.^ PReaous^^^^^ ^ 



Jr c/iRoo WILL BE i; f J 

^ -roe BARRAKKBM^^ 


B TO THE If J ' 

■F GHOST MOON ^BWl Ml 

f PIRATBS, WHO WILL 1 

I MeervA&Ps., will 


llf^ 4- In 

L PELIVER THE CARGO I 




^ THIS SHIPMEI^ ^ 
COULD CHANOe TWE 
FUTURB OP OUR 
STAR svsrefA ' 
. FOREVER. 


WE WAVE wrmiN > 
OUR ORASP THE ABILITY 
TO ENSURE THAT OUR 
PRBCIOUS WAR WILL 
^ NeVBRPW.. A 


' THIS MISSION 
IS VfTAL TO OUR 
V CAUSe. j 


r 1 PIP ^ 
NOT SAV THIS, 

I WAS NOT HERE. 
END BRIEFINO... 



^ THE PR£AMS 
OF yoUR BMPORBR 

FLy wrrn you 

^ My FIOMTERS-. 


COURSE HE^IPINO 
vCONFIRMeu. .. ^ 



[LGCRIjPHH^ 
ll G36SS0 ; 


GRmmFi 

^H36&00, 




LRnoins 

SECURED... 


FIGHTERS LUILilj 
DISEfDBRRH FOR 
SRDur.0 PGinr 
REflOEZ<.‘OU5-. 



VISUAL 1 
CO/VTACT... 
TWe PIRATE SHIP 
MAS eMTBReO 
THIS SeCTOR: 



1 1 

V ft 

\ f 

C i 





I AM 

r CAPTAIN peMrmu 
O? Twe STARCPUISBR 
L BETHLANA.... ^ 


Y THE 

you SEEK 15 
APPROAW/NG 
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THE POETRY OE LINE 

"THE GRAPHIC GENIUS OF FRAZETTA" 


By Dr. David Winiewicz 

"Art is silent poetry" Simonides/Greek Poet 
" The line is the foundation of all art." Bernard Berenson/Arr Critic 


Unquestionably, the exalted reputation and worldwide 
feme of Frank Frazetta rests securely on his magnificent 
paintings. The great Conan oils and major E.R. Burroughs 
works exist as the standards of the field, standards that may 
be approached, but never will be equaled, and certainly are 
never to be surpassed. Frazetta 's paint brush has touched the 
world. His scries of oils opened up newer markets in the fine 
art world and solidified his standing as the greatest fantasy 
painter of all time. 

However, there exists a small number of sophisticated and 
highly knowledgeable fens who would maintain that, as 
great a painter as Frazetta is, his pen/ink work is even better, 
that his mastery of rendering in pen and brush is complete 
and unequaled. This point of view seems supported by the 
never-ceasing demand for Frazetta’s pen/ink work; the 
cognoscenti seek out his originals and cherish them. 

What I propose to do in this brief essay is not to cover 
ground that has already been exhaustively trampled. One 
may consult the many interviews and articles that analyze 
Frazetta's art. What 1 propose is a meditation on the basic 
spirit of his black and white work; thoughtful personal 
response and insight rather than exhaustive and comprehen- 
sive analysis. My goal is not to praise, but to offer one man's 
opinion on a very significant body of work. As Picasso said; 
"Praise needs understanding if it is to be more than empty 
mouthing." There is a joy in sharing thoughts with those 
that can appreciate them. 

As with many children Frazetta's exposure to the world 
of imaginative fentasy started early. Newspaper strips, 
comics, movies, and the novels of E.R. Burroughs were all 
present. In its own incfMilc way these influences convinced 
the young artistic prodigy to pursue a life of fantasy art. 
Here's the way another author describes this crucial, and 
mysterious, process: 

I do not know just how in childhood we arrive at cer- 
tain images, images of crucial si^ificance to us. They are like 
filaments in a solution around which the seme of the world crys- 
tallizes for us... They are meanings that seem predestined for us, 
ready and waiting at the very entrance of our life.. .Such images 
constintte a program, establish our soul's fixed fund of capital. 
It seents to me that the rest of our lifi passes in the interpretation 
of those insights, in the attempt to master them with all the wis- 
dom we acquire, to draw them through all she range of intellect 
we have in our possession. These early images mark the bound- 
aries of an artist's creativity. His creativity is a deduction from 


assumptions already made.. .he learns only to understand more 
and more the secret encrusted to him at the beginning, and his 
art is a constant exegesis, a commentary on that single verse that 
was assigned to him. But arc will never unravel that secret com- 
pletely. 

Street of CroeodiUsl^mnct Schulz 

Frazetta's early exposure toTarzan. Segar, Caniff, St. John, 
and Foster, to name only a fc%v, fired his imagination and 
planted the visual seeds that would ripen and bear rich fruit 
over the course of his career. No one escapes their childhood 
and no artist creates in a vacuum; Frazetta is a product of the 
artistic traditions that preceded him. 

The genius of Frazetta is really first seen in those mag- 
nificent funny-animal stories and texthead drawings which 
he copiously produced in the 1940's. Their charm is 
unmatched; the pcr.sonalitics of each animal are rendered 
distinctively and convincingly. These are works of original-' 
ity and finesse. These jewel-like small wonders reveal 
Frazetta at his lyrical best and represent a facet of his artistic 
character that would continue right down to the present. 
Frazetta, had he chosen that route, could have been Walt 
Disney's greatest artist. It is in these funny animals that we 
see for sure that art is the natunil language of Frazetta's soul; 
great things are on the horizon. 

'I'he talent of Frazetta proved irrepressible; during the next 
10 years Frank continued to draw in the comic and strip 
media: White Indian, Ghost Rider, rhiinda, J. Comet, EC, 
Shining Knight, and many, many others. Each feature was 
superb in its own way. Wc must make special note of the 
White Indian stories and the exuberance that Frazetta inject- 
ed into the cowboy genre. There arc moments of real great- 
ness sprinkled throughout these stories; it represented an 
important foreshadowing of even greater art to come. Frank 
would soon be drawing the finest comic story, artistically 
speaking, ever printed; 1 refer to the story titled "Untamed 
Love", an example of pure Frazetta magic. 

Frank's command over the pen and brush became more 
and more absolute; his style crystallized, a style representing 
an idiosyncratic use of attitude, gesture, and exaggeration. 
Frazetta found his personal artistic voice and it was quite 
special. 

This artistic period culminated in the series of Famous 
Funnies covers, which Frazetta considers his finest ink 
works. It is hard to argue with that opinion. These covers 
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are all virtuoso pieces - very nnishcd, very smooth, perfect in 
their composition and details. At this stage in his career 
'Frazerra could draw anything and do it better than anyone 
else in the world. There was no competition. During this 
period his lines were flawlessly fluid, musical, resonating 
with an exactitude that spillcd-forth into clear, incisive, and 
thorou^iiy memorable visual images. He was able to deline 
and create forms with lines tapered to filigrcc-like delicacy. 
The striking compositions are charged with liiiework that 
makes the imagination soar and fly; the ink dances under 
. Frazeit.i's supremely confident direction. He is at the 
heights, and he's taken us along. 

His line always seems to be correct, elegant, and pulsing 
with energy. This is not mete talent; many artists have tal- 
ent; his is a special gift that tran.scends technique. Frank 
invests these designs with more than just fancy rendering, 
but sufRjses them with life, with beauty. It is impossible to 
conceal the delight that emerges from 1-razetta's pen in these 
drawings. 

Geriiui is memured by the poiver of lie. by the putver of evok- 
ing life through the impefect instrumem of art. leun- 
Cbristophe 

Frazetta is a man whose heart is bursting with life, whose 
passions arc palpably present, magically present in the point 
of his pen. 

It's often been stated that Frazetta's cover for Weird 
Scicnce-Fantasv #29 is probably the finest comic cover ever 
produced. Frazetta mentioned to me once that he thought 
it might be his single finest drawing. 1 would agree and go 
further. It is not only Frazetta's best work but it is the finest 
illustration of imaginative fantasy ever produced at any time 
by any artist. The splendor of its conception, the absolute 
wildness of action that goes beyond mere theatricality, has 
the effect of tearing its way into our souls and causing joy, 
delight, and terror. The explosive rhythm of the gestures 
charge the composition with enchantment. No line is super- 
fluous; any addition or subtraction would destroy its perfect 
balance. It cannot be improved; artistic intention is com- 
pletely fulfilled; there is no diminishmeni between initial 
idea and final result. Quite simply, it is a perfect drawing. 

After working with Al Capp for eight yean, Frazetta 
returned to his own style to pursue a new career. This took 
place in 1 962. He explained that it was difficult to recapture 
his old style and that this gave his work a different look and 
feel. Frank doesn't think his work had the same smoothness 
in that 1962-1965 period. His new drawings were some- 
what smaller in scale, with a slightly unfinished texture to 
the inking. He even watered-down the ink which caused his 
lines to acquire even more delicacy. The linework was as soft 
as an angel's breath. Many fans consider these drawings to 
be at least the equal of his Famous Funnies covers; many oth- 
ers maintain that they are appreciably better. These draw- 
ings arc, of course, the E.R. Burroughs pictures that Frank 


produced for Canaveral Pressduring the period 1962-1965. 
Enlarged versions were published in a portfolio by Caz 
Cazadcssus in the late 1960's. 

These drawings are uniformly brilliant. They represent 
Frazetta's attempt to get back into the business and make a 
name for himself He wanted to show everyone just what he 
was c;ipable of producing. Tm convinced that Frazetta's 
fierce pride and persistent competitive nature pushed him 
into a state of blazing inspiration. He wanted to show the 
world that liis work was not old-fashioned and out-of-date, 
as several art editors claimed while Frank was job-huncing. 
Whar Frank did was produce the finest series of pictures ever 
drawn to illustrate the works of E.R. Burroughs. He easily 
outdistanced the very best work of Foster, Hogarth, St.John, 
and Matania, Frank was back! 

I'r.izetta’s rendering style at this point perfectly matched 
the suhject-maitcr. This was material Frank was horn to 
draw. 1 he stories of Burroughs arc highly visual, with scenes 
replete with primitive emotion in primitive settings. This is 
iTazettii's true metier , depicting the raw realities of life, the 
noble and the supremely terrible. l ime :iftcr time in image 
alter image Frazetta conjures up scenes that interest us, 
astonish us, move us. These drawings all possess a power 
and a controlling simplicity; Frazecra's genius in eliminating 
unnecessary details is present in all these works. Nothing is 
overdone; they are textbook models of balance and propor- 
tion. Frank is able to explore visually all the facets of deep 
human emotion and how it ariistiailly translates itself into 
attitude and gesture. Frank is here in a pa.ssionate love with 
the human form; he unveils in it all the possibilities for 
grandeur and noble action. These drawings arc filled with a 
natural grace, a consummate used exaggeration to imbue 
these scenes with more power, more presence, but he docs 
this without affectation or pretense. The drawings do not 
contain a false or phony note. The unrelenting violence of 
many images is redeemed by the elegance of the drawing. 
During this period, Frazetta created one small miracle after 
another. 

After 1965, Frank did very little drawing imti! beginning 
the scries of illustrations for Doiibicday in 1970. One very 
important exception is found in 1967. While visiting the 
home of long-time Burroughs collector Vern Coriell, Frank 
executed a pencil drawing ofTarzan and Bolgani; it was 
given to Vern as a gift. Quite a gift! It's the finest pencil 
drawing ever produced by Frazetta. ^ain, I suspect that 
Frank's competitive nature came into play in creating this 
illustration. Frank was surrounded by Burroughs fans, a 
very ardent breed, and surrounded by Vern's magnificent 
collection of original art (St. John. Matania, etc.). Not to be 
outdone, Frank showed them what he could do. The result 
is one of the two best Burroughs drawings Frazetta ever pro- 
duced. The original is eye-popping. Frazetta caught a 
moment, a moment encompassing life and death, an electric 
moment heavily pregnant with the implications of future 
action. Tarzan is straddling a large limb, symbolizing the 
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barrier chat exists between raw animality and humanity. 
Tarzan is explosively poised to confront the beast in its own 
realm, the jungle. I know of few other works that so com- 
pletely capture the very essence of the ape-man. Bolgani is 
equally well presented: wild, primal, seething, uncontrolled. 
His face is savage, noble, terrifying. Tarzan confronts 
Bolgani; ape-man confronts savage beast. On another level, 
man is confronting his hidden nature, that part which has 
been tamed, domesticated, and civilized. Here, it is all on 
the surface: nothing is hidden. A moment of life and death 
confrontation against a background of obscure and dreadful 
mystery. The natural expressive gesture of man and beast is 
perfectly captured, flawless in execution. The drawing is 
nothing less than elemental in its scope, a microcosm of the 
human sou! and its contradictions, repressions, and passions. 
The picture is not just dynamic, it RO/\RS with life. It is an 
unqualified masterpiece, a masrerwork of courage, dignics', 
and valor against a backdrop of dark death. 

Lord of the Savage lung le Is another Burroughs' master- 
piece; lavishly textured, gracefrilly executed, and hypnotic in 
effect. Frazetta's brush explodes with emotion, mood, and 
character. The mysterious wonder of art is that simple lines 
can affect us, enrich us, and enliven us. Here we are absorb- 
ing a quality of Frazetta’s powerful personality. This little 
jewel presents a magical multi-layered expressiveness that 
grips the imagination. On a literal level we see a dark dra- 
matic scene where straining and struggling natives attempt 
the capture of Tar/am. On a deeper metaphorical level we 
have an insight into the human condition, and the nature of 
the hero, who endures, perseveres, and ultimately prevails no 
matter how impossible the circumstances. Tarzan does not 
look down; instead, his gaze is raised and deep inner strength 
is called forth, His straining chest and matted hair give tes- 
timony to an almost superhuman physical exertion, A rich 
resonant light illuminates Tarzan and energizes the composi- 
tion with a shimmering vitality. This is Frazetta at this best. 

In the 1970's Frank began his scries of drawings for 
Doubleday, He started rather weakly (for him) with the 
Princess of Mars drawings but soon began to motivate him- 
self. The work rapidly improved. After this, Frazetta went 
on to produce a stunning series of drawings for the Lord of 
the Rings portfolio and Kubla Khan folio. The quality is 
consistently excellent. Once again, the look and feel of these 
drawings from the !970's is different than those from the 
1950'sor 1960's. They contain more brushwork, more areas 
defined by wash tones. This was caused, no doubt, by the 
large amount of painting performed by Frank. Painting was 
his central concern from 1964-1975; his drawing method 
was bound to be influenced to some degree. The results are 
simply wonderful. 

After quickly sketching-out the high points in Frazetta's 
career as a black and white artist, we now come to the main 
question, namely, what is it that sets Frazetta in a class by 
himself? Why is he the best? Can we characterize his 
distinctiveness, his particular type of excellence? I think we can. 


First off, we can say chat one clement in understanding 
Frank's pen/ink magic is that he simply draws so much bet- 
ter than anyone else. However, many artists are quite expert 
in their technique. Facile virtuosity is often the only quali- 
fication needed for financial success. Look around; they arc 
everywhere. Many of the new breed of animal artists can 
draw birds, elephants, almost any crc.'iture, with photo- 
graphic accuracy, with astonishing tecltnique. But such an 
accumulation of correctly and accurately reproduced detail 
leads only to a type of artistic taxidermy. This art, ultimate- 
ly, becomes merely decorative; the form doesn't possess the 
substantial content of the subject. It might possess a surface 
liveliness, but it lacks animating force. It is similar to the dif- 
ference between seeing .m animal in a zoo, or in its natural 
surroundings. The former is unnatural: the sense of life is 
artificially consir.iined. That same animal in its natural envi- 
ronment possesses the pulse and disposition of its genuine 
life. There is no mistaking the difference. Competence and 
technique might produce excellent craftsmanship, but they 
arc not enough to produce poeir)’. The art of Frazetta can 
never be confused with this type of artistic artificiality. His 
line lives; his line evokes life no matter what the subject mat- 
ter. His drawings arc powerfol in the scn.se that they impose 
their atmosphere on our imaginations: wc arc not just fasci- 
nated by his scenes, wc are gripped by them. Such is their 
force; such is the power of his artistic gift, his natural magic; 

Thoroughbred horses and thoroughbred styles have plenty of 
blood in their veins, and it can be seen pulsing everywhere 
beneath the skin.. .Life! Life!.. .That is the only thing that 
comm.. .All the power of a work of art lies in this mystery../ 
think that the greatest characteristic of genius is, above all, 
energy. TlaubertlLettcr ]<s\y 15,1853 

Frazetta accomplishes something rather unique. 
Consider the two traditional approaches to art: 

CLASSICAL- art as a means of communication (The 
artist wants his work to be reasonably comprehensible to the 
world.) 

ROMANTIC- art as the artist's personal statement (Let 
the world understand it if it can.) 

Frazetta encompasses both views; his art is a highly per- 
sonal sratemcnc that communicates clearly on many levels. 
Of course, not everyone can appreciate the deeper levels of 
his art. We all see with varying degrees of depth and under- 
standing: 

Th^ speak of having an ear for mwic: not every eye is fit to 
taste the subtle joys of painting. The eyes of many people are dull 
or false; they see objects literally, of the exquisite they see noth- 
ing. Etienne Gilson/ Painting and Reality 

Frazetta is a mass-market entertainer and a serious artist 
mth a setious statement to make. Let us consider this latter point more closely. 




In several interviews (c.g. Cochran's E.R.B. Library of 
Illustration , vol.3) Prazetta maintains that it i.s his ability to 
exaggerate and the bclicvability of his world that sets him 
apart. Frank’s genius for exaggeration is. indeed, a rare qual- 
ity and a key ingredient in his work: 

The touch of life anti thought comes, then, from an 
exaggeration here, an exaggeration tisere; a touch, inexplicable 
and certain, tufiich is at once his method and his secret. 

Arthur Symonds commenting on the sculptor Rodin 

If exaggeration Is pushed too fir. it becomes caricature. 
Frazetta possesses an unfailing knack for knowing when to 
stop. Again, this is an important clement in his an, but it 
alone does not explain why his an i.s so compelling, so 
unique. 

Let us turn to the notion of bclicvability. I-razetta claims 
that his early exposure to Hal Foster' ,s Tar/an strip was a rev- 
elation. He points to the Tar/an Single Scries #20 comic, 
which reproduces many Sunday pages, as a profound influ- 
ence on his approacit to arc. The revelation brazcita telets to 
is a revelation of reality, how one artist sees the world and 
translates it into lines on paper. Foster's dynamic composi- 
tions, his drawing ability, his unmatched talent for laying- 
out a page, his emphasis on the human body in motion, ami 
his realistic approach to art all affected Fr.izetia. The early 
"I'igyptian Scxjuencc" ofTar/an is a masterpiece and exist.s u.s 
one of the rwo grc.atcst Sunday .strip adventure .stories ever 
produced (the other being Flash Cordon 1935-19.36 by Alex 
Raymond). 

Frank was affected by what he calls the "deceptive sim- 
plicity" of Foster's work. It was realistic, yet not heavily 
illustrated with a profusion of detail as his later Prince 
Valiant would be. The world of Foster's Tarzan could actu- 
ally exist; it touched the imagination in a way wc could all 
feel because we all lived in that same world. 

Art is of worth only in proportion as it leads hack to life. 
lean-Christophe 

Genuine art comes .is a diallenge to the life of the imag- 
ination. How docs the mind respond to these created 
worlds; how firm a grasp docs it take in out inner life. Our 
response to Foster is an entirely different imaginative 
response chan, let us say. our response to the world of Krazy 
Kat or Little Nemo or St. John. 

The genius of Frazetta is that he went Foster one better. 
Frazerta’s world is one of hyper-reality, a world stripped of all 
its facades and charades, a world of elemental passions and 
volcanic incident. It is also a world of .sublime and danger- 
ous beauty. Any artist's work is profoundly autobiographi- 
cal; it reveals his vision, his insight, his soul. If an artist is 
dull, mediocre, or uninspired, then those are the qualities 
that will emerge in his art. What goes into the art will ulti- 
mately be what comes out of the arc. With Frazetta wc arc 
given a privileged pass, a pass to a heightened sense of reali- 
ty, a place of real heaven and licll - no gray areas, no ntoral 


shadings, no artificial bits of constraining civilization in the 
way. His world lives and brcatiies erotic passion, a world 
where passion rules. This is the world that really does exist 
under the thin veneer of civilization. That veneer is very 
thin indeed. An angry crowd, a power outage, or being cut- 
off on an exprc.ssway is all that is needed for primitive, sav- 
age behavior to emerge - looting, burning, and shooting is 
soon the result. Yes. this is a world where passion seems to 
hold .sway: barbarism is a constantly felt presence, lurking 
and waiting for it.s moment. 

The word 'erotic' is the one that Iscst defines Frazetta's 
art. Note, however, that I am u-sing it in it.s original Greek 
sense of 'Eros', a force that moves the universe, the desire 
that animates and saturates reality. This is the underlying 
passion that pervades everything. A world where passion 
rules is something we find intolerahle, therefore, wc conve- 
niently agree not to acknowledge it. The awareness of this 
truth is too terrible; wc avoid it and create a culture to insu- 
l.ue ourselves from it. The danger anil mystery of our world 

is, thus, dcfiused and hidden. However, this dangerous, 
beautiful, erotic wtirld does exist: it is the real magical world 
we all live in. .Somehow we have lost it in our d.iy to day 
lives. Frazetta has recovered the wonder for us, the aston- 
ishment of life itself, the myster)', the incredible mystery of 

it. This is the real style of Frazetta, his gift, his personality, 
his gesture to the world: 

What seems to me the hipest and the most diffiadt achieve- 
ment of art is nor to make us laugh or cry, or to rouse our lust 
or our anger, hut to do as nature does ■ that is, fill us with luon- 
derment. Flaubert/ bentimental Education 

It is in this precise sense that 1 consider Frazetta's work 
to be poetic He evokes the primitive, the dangerous, and he 
beguiles os with beauty. He expands the realms of our inner 
life and, consequently, enhances life for us. His art is di.s- 
quieiing, yet ultimately satisfying; 

Poetry is the momentary possession of all the soul desires. 
Madame de.Stael 

Frazetta's work will always stand apart and will never be 
confused with whatever fashionable artistic imbecilities that 
hold the attention (momentarily) of the mass market. 
Frazetta is the best. 


The Frazetta originals appearing in this essay arc from the 
private collection of Dr. David Winiewicz. 

Page 41 “The Spell Of The Mahar” 

Page 42 “The Savage Attack Of The Sagoths” 

Page 44 “Tooth And Claw” 

Page 45 “Lord Of The Savage Jungle” 

Page 47 “Tarzan And The Cutaways” 

Page 48 “The Kingdom Of The Mahar” 
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SOMETHIN' 
BAP'S LIVIN' 
IN6IPE 'IM... 


...SOMETHIN’^ 
HE CAN BARELY 
. HOLPIN! 



^ NOW, YOU ^ 
KNOW THE RULES, 
SOR, ANYBODY’S 
COIN'S &OOV 
L. HERE... A 


'...LONO AS 
THEY COME 
UNABMBP 
ANP MINPINO 
THEIR OWN 
.BUSINESS.' 
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weuu WELL,' N 
A QJFTSQ HUMAN.' 
V SHE &5SS! y 


■ THIS IS * 

MY &OPPAM 
WATBSINO 
r HOLS! 


r WHO you 
CALLIN' “INFeeiOB- 
^ FREAK? 


^ I WAS NOT 
AC7PRES6INO YOU\ 
k LEAVE ME IN J 
^^PEACE... 

PLEASE. 



^^"PLEASE. . . 
f HOW SWEET,' ^ 
TR/INS TO PBOTeCT, 
V THE BUFFOON? y 


^ r'OU ACVOM^N 
you CANNOT, 
HE IS FAR TOO 
TIMFTWG A 
sPLAyTHINO... y 


^...ANP^^ 
I WISH TO 
INPULOe IN 
A LITTLE 
\SPOBT! y 



'‘^BBSIST ALI> 
you WILL, PUT 
you EXIST AT 
THE MERCy OF 
V Tim... y 


SHUT UP, 
YOU VICIOUS, 
MUBUBPOUS 
L VIPBB! 


^^,,, WHILE 
( PWELL OUTSIBB IT 
ANP CAN NBVBB TIRE' 
V I SHALL WIN, 
kSs,^ RAyEK, y 


EITHER 

/ YOU'U must 
ME By KILLING HIM.. 
...OR I'LL LET 
HIM PESTROy YOU, 

> ANP THUS SET 

\ MySELF FBBB! y 
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A0PRES5 
TMX6, WALKINir 
SKSi-eroNn . 


UUUNH ! 


^ IT WAS ^ ■ 
Ncrr My ipsttent 
TO 8E so... ]■ 

^£V£B£. 4B 
PLEASE ^ 
BV DON'T OET UP. 
VH I'LL TAKE m 
LEAVE NOW. 


APOLOGIZE. 


WHV you ^ 

' POINT-EARED, 
SORCERy-STINKIN' 
SON OF A 
k ySLLOW-EyED 
V^SNAKSa > 






•UUUBK.../?!' 


* ISMMe 
POWN. FBeAK, 
LeMMS POWN!! 


AAAHH! 


/ AH, BUT \ 
IT 16 NOT A ' 
QUeSTlON OF 
WHAT He WILL 
, ALLOW, m j 
\ LOVE/ ^ 


CEPiTAINLY, 
ALLOW ME TO 
PEPART QUIEUy, 
^ ANP - ^ 
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AlS/llNST 
HI6 WILL'* 


/ THE AGOSf/ \ 
STOPS THE A^OMENT 
you &uBBemefz. 
\ PEAR RAYEK. ^ 


AAA&H! 


■y after all 
f THIS TIME, ARE > 

you fjoT weABY 

V OF OUR y 
OAME? 


W Vv^ A/o/ 

pOA/'r p-pop 

1 

^ M-uuuM! JBa^B 



SPIBTT 

■| oRivae 




•NNN£JW/’ ^ 
WE/JRy UNTO 
:>eATH! eUT 
I WIU NOT 
. PIB - . 


“ ANV ^ 
LET you LOOSE TO ’ 
KAVAGB WUAWNKINP 
UNCHECKEP/ A 


SO... ^ 

r H£Avy...i 

C/SN'T-CAN'T OET. 
I UP....' CAN'T 
k. -.MOVB! A 


' THE BRUTE ' 
IS TO DULL TO 
BBBATNB... 
\TOAIVB! y 


y ANP \ 
THIB IS WHAT 
you wouLP 
\ PEPENP? y 



1>WT... ^ 

IS Nor...^o}/^/ 
I CAH ONU/ 
►-PROVE IT...^ 


IF you 
TRULY 
ME, RAYEK, 
SZ/OiV ME.' 


^ &ATXSF/ 
MY PESIRES,. 
. GUT HIM! 


r...sy LoviNO^ 
YOU OF MY OWN, 

►_ /^e££ wuu ^ 


'PAt^-PA/^ 

T ONE PAY, I 
PROMISE, YOU WJU 
UNPERSTANP. I WIU 
. REPEEM YOUR 

SOUL,' ^ 


;r ■5/jsp"^ 
' yes? SHE'S 

BACKEP OPF.' 
'v HE WON! J 


U7/LA. 


^ UNTIL THEN, ^ 
^NOTHING YOU PO 
WILL CMANOE MY 
LOVE FOR YOU.' 

L THAT IS youe . 

lX- curse.' y 


AWN, 

YOU ARE ONE, 
CBAt/ AAOTHER' 
POKER...,' ^ 
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BONY 
MA&ICKeR...! 
I'LL SUIT 'IS 
THBOAT " / 




— ANP 

r LOOSE ON US ^ 
;1LL A t?eMON 
TOO TERRIBLE FOR 
L THE t>OOM PTT . 
ITSELF?.' ^ 


^ JUST ^ 
LET 'IM 
00. I'VE A 
FEEUIN',..^ 


^...NOR RACK, 
NOR PINCERS 
NOR BURNING 
V STAKE... A 


' ...COULP ^ 
PEAL 'IM 
TORMENT EVEN 
^ CLOSe... . 


-TO THAT 
HE BEARS 
INOIPe. 
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THE nOPYTEELEi! IS THE MOST POPUIAI! PEPSOtl IN THE 
TAVEPfl, THEY SAY ...BUT IN MY EXPEBIENCE, THEBE'S ALWAYS 
SOME YOUHC UPSTABT WHO THINKS HE KNOWS BETTEB' 


^ YOU OIP PHONY! ^ 
THERe'S NO SUCH THING 
^ AS UN/CORNS' ^ 


PRAGONS WOUUP 
HAVE eATEN THEM ALL 
^ ANYWAY... . 


THE KIP'S 
RIGHT... 


^ WELL, UHH... 
NOT EXACTLY. 
Jk. I MEAN... 


r WHAT9! ARE YOU ^ 
CAUUNG A MONK OF 
BAl-£KRUN"A KEEPER 
OF THE BOOKS OF UORE 
^^^—A L/ARf?' -d. 







OOOD' BECAUSE 

MAy BE PRUNKS ANt7 ^^■l|l|HPalSn 
LeCHERS, BUT WE'RE ^^nil^HU . |m| 
1^^^^ NEVER UARS' 



■ jpt^aT* 

jBFcyS^ » MM 

M 

A > 

f\,// 

^1 


)XiMK 

AvlyJnr 

m 


\ 

mmiX . 


|an^ 

|m| 

^ 

^^Hr/^S A MATTER OF FACtFi' 
H^E/ 1 KNOW THAT UNICORNS 1 
I^^KI EXIST BECAUSE I'VE SEEN \ 
ONE MYSELF. 1 MIGHT BE 
PERSUAPEP TO -reUL 1 

TEUl. 




iBBmM 

r (?o ON.^ JsM n^ 

■ OBIwW 

W<gV^ UET'S^l \ ISlf 3JEV1 IH 

K Jq ^ ;^Bj^^LHeARIW» l \ e^RpTK^ IJ |» 

r.-9B^ 

. Id \ 1 

/ M.{ ' 




'SSaS^' NOT THAT 1 BROKE | 

rw AHH...BUT My>p^E&F^^^S'!^H 

MU<? APPEARS 

^^'\^i‘i\ILm^roBB£MRry'^BBK^my ■ /,M 

IT IA7A£: Ikl iJV V/^HAJ/^ eo \^ * ff ANT U*AV*3, MINtA rL/U/ 1 

"“ BUT SOMETIMES PEOPUE I 

LONG AG^-WHEN 1 WAS 

A mT DP A RO&UE y KACC/PEA/TAUy BNPEP 1 

^^OF A RO&UE..^ 1^ „y FCCKETS^!]^ 



V. J 

- ^ 1 \ ..^JHr ] 



1 "...THIS UEP TO SOME Bl^T 
iMISUNPERSTANDINGS 

1 AS you CAN IMAGINE..." P^J^py \''\,y^\\j 



'Kx,^,. V' \, \ %\ X .iikJ 





"IT WAS ONE SUCH MISUNOERSTANPINO THAT 
PHOMPreP ME TO SPENP SOME TIME AWAY FROM] 
THE COMPUICATIONS OF CITY LIFE, THERE WAS 
THIS RUMOR OOING AROUNP AT THE TIME..." I 


THE ^ 
FOREST PEARL, 
^raU SAY?^ 


A RARE ANP 

PRECIOUS x/£tVSi. PROPERTY OF^^ 
AN OLP ELF WHO LIVES IN THE WOOP'^ 
HEART. THEY SAY HE'LL GIVE IT TO THE 
RIGHT PERSON, IF YOU CAN FINP HIM. 
BUT THOSE WOOPS ARE PENSE, ANP . 

FULL OF CONFUSING ^ 


TRAILS. 


^ THAT'S ALL RIGHT, 

OLP MAN. GETTING LOST 
IN THE WOOPS KINP OF I 
. APPBALS TO ME J 
\.__^HIGHT NOW. 


"SY THE TIME I'P SPENT SEVERAL 
PAYS WANPBRING AROUNP THOSE 
l WOOPS —ANP SEVERAL NIGHTS 
SLEEPING ON THE HARP GROUNP- 
I THE IPEA NO LONGER SEEMBP 
AS APPEALING." 


"NOT THAT I MAPE MUCH 
PROGRESS ON THAT FRONT. (T 
WAS SUCH A SMALL TRINKET, 

I AFTER ALL, ANP THAT HOBGOBLIN 
I HAP PBFINITELY OVEHREACTEP, | 
I IT WAS PUREST COINCIPENCE 
I THAT I BUMPEP AGAINST HIM ON 
THE STREET WHEN HE LOST IT." 


^ WALKING, 

ONLY A LITTLE CONCERNEP 
THAT r WAS NEVER QUITE 
ABLE TO FINP THE EPGE OF 
THE FOREST AGAIN." - 


"I PAYPREAMEP ABOUT THE 
FOREST PEARL ANP THE OLP 

' ELF, FIGURING OUT WAYS TO 
TALK THE BAUBLE OFF HIM. 

I IF HE WAS AS OLP AS THEY 
SAIP, HIS WITS COULPN'T BE 
THAT SHARP, BESIPES, IT 
WAS PRACTICALLY CRIMINAL 
TO KEEP A GEM LIKE THAT 
OUT HERE WHERE NO ONE 
ELSE COULP APMIRE IT." 


"YES, I'P PEFINITELY BE 
POING HIM A FAVOR BY 
TAKING THE BURPEN OFl 
CARING FOR IT OFF HIS 1 
HANPS." - T— < 


’'BESIPES, I HAP NO WAY 
OF KNOWING IT WAS A 
TRIBAL HEIRLOOM" I 


I "NEVERTHELESS, THE TIME / 

' PASSEP PLEASANTLY ANP \ 
UNEVENTFULLY — UNTIL THE 
SEVENTH PAY OF MY TRAVELS. 
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pIT WAS HIGH NOON ANP I COUIP 
HEAR THE WELCOME SOUNO OF 
WATER GURGLING UP AHEAP FROM 
A CLEARING I COULP JUST SPOT 
THROUGH THE LEAVES. I PAUSEP IN 
THE SHAPOWS AT ITS BPGE TO 
[catch MV BREATH." _ 


® "THAT'S WHEN I SAW HER.' 


p'SHE WAS THE MOST MAGNIFICENT] 
CREATURE I HAP EVER SEEN. OR 
I COULP EVER HOPE TO SEE." 


"HER HORN SPARKLEP LIKE A I 

I jewELEP WANP. HER EYES WERE THE 1 
' BLUE OF SAPPHIRES STOLEN FROM A 
PRAGON'S HOARP ANP WILPFLOWERS 
WERE TANGLEP IN HER LONG. . 

PLATINUM-COLOREP MANE," 


"HER ENTIRE FORM WAS A MAGICAL 
COMBINATION OF POWER ANP GRACE. 




n MUST HAVE MAPB 
SOME SMAU SOUND. 


Y'TW.T INPIGO EVE PEEREP STRAIGHT AT ME 
— STRAIGHT INTO MY SOUL.'' 


"THEN, IN A SINGLE TREMBNPOUS 
BOUNP, SHE CLEAREP THE STREAM 
ANP PISAFT»EAR£P INTO THE TREES. 


Y^'P CATCH 


, . . PLASH OP WHITE 

OUT OP THE CORNER OF MY 
EYE, OR HEAR SOFT BREATHING. 
I WASNT SCAREP, REALLY, 

I JUST ...UNEASY." 


I UET ME TELL YOU, I WAS 
I A LITTLE SHAKEN. IT'S NOT 
I EVERY PAY YOU SEE A MYTH 
I MAPS REAL.* 


"ANP I COULP FEEL I 
THE UNICORN WATCHING 
ME OVER THE NEXT I 
SEVERAL PAYS," 





V\ "AFTER ALL, I HAP NO 

1 "I TRIEP HARPER TO PINP fSI 
1 MY WAY OUT OF THE FOREStUH 
1 AFTER THAT BUT WITH NO UKH 


* 1 ELSE MIGHT BE HIPING 
J IN THIS FOREST. I FOUNP 
^ OUT A FEW NIGHTS LATER." 







"I WOKE IN THE MIPPl-6 OP THE NIOHT TO TVIE SOUNPS 
OF WOLVES BAVINS. THEV SOUNPEP CLOSE. I REACHEP 
FOR MY CROSSBOW AS MY EYES APJUSTEP TO THE 
PIM LISHT REFLECTEP FROM A SLIM CRESCENT MOON," 


"UNPER NORMAL CIRCUMSTANCES, I 
WOULP HA'^ HEAPEP AS FAR AWAY 
FROM THAT HOWLINS AS POSSIBLE." 


"BUT NOTM/N& WAS 
NORMAL THAT NISHT.' 


I "I HAP SONE BARELY HALF A LEASUE 
WHEN I SAW THEM. SHE'P PUT UP A 
IFISHT— BUT THEY HAP HER TRAPPEP." 


I "IT SBEMEP STRANSE TO ME THAT AN OHPINARY 
I WOLF PACK COULP THREATEN A CREATURE LIKE 
HSR. THEN I SPOTTEP THE PACK LEAPER ANP I 
KNEW THIS WAS NO ORPINAHY SROUP OF WOLVES. 





*T t70NT CONSIPER MYSEUF A 
BRAVe MAN, BUT I COUUPNT 
BEAR TO see A BBAUTY UK£ 
HER HARMEP." 


"AS I SISHTEP ON THB UEAPER, HOWEVER, I 

couup see the fires of pbmon-gate 

BURNING IN ITS EYes. I COULP Feeu THE 
ANGER ANP HATR6P, UIKE A PAUPABLE FORCE. 


"THAT BALEFUL GLARE FROZE MY 
BLOOP ANP TURNEP MY MUSCLES 
TO WATER. I WAS HELPLESS, 
UNABLE TO MOVE A FINGER." 


"THEN THEY ATTACKEP. 





1 "1 SCRABBLEP FRANTICALLY FOR j 
1 MY KNIVES, MY HANPS SUPPENLY 
SLICK WITH BLOOP." 








"SUPPENUY, THE 
ATTACKS STOPPEP. 


"SOMEHOW THE UNICOHN, HER 
I BLUE E^S PUASHINO LIKE 
I LISHTNING, HAP SAVEP ME." 


"AS MY VISION PIMMEP, I SAW 
THE UNICORN AGAIN, CLOSER 
THIS TIME, HER HEAP BOWEP.. 
AS /F IN MOURNIN&." 


'THERE WAS A FLASH OF BRILLIANT 
WHITE-HOT PAIN, AS IF MOLTEN SILVER 
SEAREP MY FLESH. THEN EVERYTHING 
WENT BLACK..." 


'THE RANK BREATH Of THE 
WOLVES WAS ALL AROUNP 
ME. THEIR CLAWS ANP TEETH 
TORE AT ME, STRAINING FOR 
A PEATH GRIP." 






AWOt<e AT PAWH ACHING AUU OV6E?. BUT M/ 

eopy sHowep oNuy faint scars wHeRe oNce 

KAP BEEN MORTAL WOUNPS. ANP TO MV 
SURPRISE, THE UNICORN WAS STILL THERE/' 


"I'VE NEVER BEEN ABLE TO TURN 
'POWN THE INVITATION OF A BEAUTIFUL 
LAPy, EVEN WHEN SHE HASNT SAVEP 
MY LIFE, SO I FOLLOWEP," 


"BY MIPPAY, WE REACHEP 
HER PESTINATION," 


;>^^GREET1NGS, GOOP BLF/^^ 
I AM PORTIFER. I APOLOGIZE 
FOR THE INTRUSION, BUT I HAVE 
BEEN LOST IN YOUR WOOPS FOR 
MANY PAYS... UNTIL THIS 
GRACIOUS LAPY LEP 
>--».,...,^ME HERE. 


' THEN YOU > 
ARE INPEEP A 
MOST PORTUNaTE 
TRAVELER. ^ 


/ NOT MINE, EXACTLY. 

BUT WE PO XNOW EACH 
OTHER. IF SHE LEO YOU 
HERE, THEN PERHAPS YOU 
SHALL LEAVE HERE WITH 
V A VERY PRECIOUS y 
/yr^ JEWEL. 


I RECEIVE FEW 
VISITORS THESE PAYS... 
BY CHOICE. I'M SURPRISEO 
V YOU W£R5 ALLOtVES 
>>„^TO FINP ME. 


MAY I ASK YOUR 
V INTENTIONS.:* ^ 


WHAT PO YOU THINK, ^ 
PEARL.® PO YOU WANT 
s^TO GO WITH HIM.®^ 


I ORIGINALLY HAP^^S 
HOPES OF TAKING THAT GEM^ 
FROM YOUR STAFF, BUT I'LL BE 
HAPPY TO LEAVE THIS FOREST 
WITH MY LIFE NOW— THANKS TO 
MY GRACEFUL COMPANION. 

^ I ASSUME SHE'S YOURS.® 




|/(j "SHE GAZEP SERENELY AT ME. H 


M TOOK A COUPLE OF STEPS AWAY, f 
V "WEN STOPPEP ANP LOOKEP 1 - 



BACK OVER HER SHOULPER." H 




so MANY QUeSTIONSf 
VV 06 HERB A FORTNIGHT 
ANSWeniNS THEM AUU, ANP A 
GOOP STORyTELUeR KNOWS 
WHEN TO UEAVB HIS AUPI6NC6 
WANTING MORE. IF I TOUP YOU 
eVBRYTHING, YOU'P NEVER 
^^INVITE ME BACK' - 


THAT'S IT, 
ANP GOOP 
s. NIGHT. . 


WHO WAS 

' THE OUP 6UFP WHAT 
WAS THAT WOUF-THING.3 
■ ANP WHAT HAPP6N6P TO 
THE UNICORN.^ ^ 


WHAT 

PO you MEAN, 

THAT'S rr?f 


' you CANT 1 
JUST UEAVe IT 
^ AT THAT.' J 


BECAUSE you INSIST, 

I WILL SAY THIS; AN EXPERIENCE 
UIK6 THE ONE I HAVE PESCRIBEP 
CHANGES A MAN. WHY, IT COUUP 
PRIVE HIM TO PRINK OR TO GET 
RELIGION, OR TO SETTLE POWN 
FROM A LIFE OF APVBNTURE. 


WOULPNT YOU 



1 END. f 








RIVAL TRIBES 


PART ONE 

'BLOODLINE' 


■ SOME OTHER TIME AND PLACE. 
ANOTHER UNIVERSE... 
ANOTHER PLANET... 

ANOTHER RACE... 


ALL LIFE IS CONCEIVED IN THE 
EVE OF OPPOSmON AND CHAOS. 
SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST... 
NATURAL SELECTION... 


THE PLANET KAJ HAS ENTERED 
THE EMSRyONIC STAGE; 

A PRIMAL WORLD OF ENDLESS CHANGE. 
EVOLUTION IN FLUX. 


AS THE BIRTH OF THIS NEW AGE AWAITS 
ITS FIRST AND FATEFUL BREATH, 

THE WARS OF PRESERVATION ARE WAGED. 
.LIKE CONTRACTIONS BUILDING 
BEFORE THE FINAL PUSH... 

PAINFUL AND IRREVERSIBLE... 


rr IS NOT A TIME OF ORDER... 

FOR THERE NEVER IS, SUCH A TIME. 


-ALTHOUGH, SOA^E AW STRIVE TO MAKE IT SO. 


ART BY: 

DAREN BADER 


STORY BY: 
LANCE HUTTO 


CREATED BY: 
DAREN BADER 
LANCE HUTTO 




BALANCE IS THE KEY... 
HARMONY UBS\^\ne IN 
THE FOOD CHAIN... A 
DELICATE AND EASILY 
DISRUPTED SYSTEM. 


■ PREDATORS THAT FORGE INTO FOREISN 
1 TERRITORIES IN SEARCH OF FOOD, CAN 
I UPSET THE NATURAL FLOW AND TILT 
^ THESE CRUCIAL SCALB5. ' 


SUCH EVENTS MAY INSIGHT 1 
' CONFLICT THAT DIO NOT 
PREVIOUSLY EXIST. POSSIBLY I 
. FORCING SPECIES INTO 4 
, COMPETITION... . I 


.PURELY TO 
SURVIVE. 













THE MANTAKORE RACE j 
CONSISTS OF FIVE UNITED 
TRIBES, AND TOGETHER THEY 
RULE THIS PLANET. 


I HAVE 

" CALLED ON you 
TO SPEAK PRIVATELY 
L BEFORE THE 
^^CEREMONV. 

you ARE^^H 

MV ADVISERS, ■ 
AND ADMIRED BY I 
THE PRIDE. ^ 
RYTONA, 

THE SHAUNEH) 
TRIBE, ARE YOU 
PREPARED TO j 
IF A 
CHOSEN?^^^ 


' LED BY LORD FAUQUA 
(QUATACHE' TRIBES, THE 
FIVE LEADERS EACH HAVE A 
SPECIFIC ROLE AND TOGETHER 
THEY FORM THE GOVERNING 
[ . COUNCIL. 


RULE OF THE PRIDE 
LORD FAUQUA, BUT THERE 
ARE SIGNS OF PERIL 
THIS EVE. 

) > Y' the stars^ 

V y y r ARE DIM AND 

^ \ the WIND QUITE 

' BITTER... ^ 

k I FEAR 

W /that the SPIRITS \ 

I V WILL NOT BLESS ) m 
■ V THE STANCE, J ■ 
& N. M' LORD, ^y 


I WILL ^ 
GIVE YOUR 
CONCERN U'S DUE 
.CONSIDERATION. . 


r SHAOWA,^ 

OF THE TARAH] 
L TRIBE? A 


LORD 

> FAUQUA. 

I AM EAGER TO 
COMPETE, AND } 

READY TO LEAD / 

k THE PRIDE, *— 

ik. BLTT... ” 

m CONCERN 
^BMli the food 

SUPPLY... 

HERDS ARE 
MIGRATING. 


BAKKAUN, 
LEADER OF 
JHE TIGG? 


I THINK 
THAT WE'LL 
SURVIVE! 


^ PREPARED 
FOR ANYTHINe, 
AND EAGER TO 
k ffL/L£, M'LORD. 



IF you 

CARS TO 
HUNT IT! 


THE 

FOOD IS 
THERE... 


AY WHAT 
you MEAN! 
^NIATAN' 


^ ALL THAT ^ 
I MEAH TO SAY, 
.SHA0WA... . 


^ IS that^^^^^^H 

I AM FIT TO 
RULE. FOR I 
PROVIDE! 

WHILE YOU 
MERELY TEND TO i 
■ the women and cubs, 
RATHER THAN THEIR 
NEEDS. ^ 



[enter NIATAN, of - 
1 THE RAKKA TRIBE. 





r ru TEND 

TO YOUR KILL 
, HERE AND 
— NOW! ' 


NIATANr^ 
2 IT IS YOUR 
KILL ! ^ 

^You 

FEED THE ]S 
.TRIBE.^^^^ 


WE SHALL 
SEE WHO IS 
FTT TO RULE, 
NIATAN/ 


SHAeWAP 
YOU KNOW 
THE LAW! . 


THE LUNAR 
ALieNMEKT, 
AND... THE 
. STANCE! . 





. DRAWN !N By THE COMMOTION, 

OR PERHAPS THE SMELL OF FOOD. 


MANy CREATURES WATCH FROM THE SAFETT 
OF THE SHADOWS, BUT ONE PARTICULAR 
f SPECIES SHOWS MORE INTEREST THAN 
PURE HUNGER ALONE. 


SENSING MOVEMENT BETTER THAN DETAIL 
IN THE LIGHT, THE ANIMAL WATCHES QUIEUK 


[ WITH THE MOST PRIMITIVE OF DIALECTS, 

THE TA80GNA\ COMMUNICATE ALMOST INTUITIVELT. 
INTERPRETING MERE GESTURES AND EXPRESSIONS. 


INTENTIONS KNOWN, 
WITHOUT SPEAKING. 







THE TA90GNAI MM REACH 
SPEEDS OF UP TO THIRTY 
\ MILES PER HOUR ON LAND. 


THEIR INCREDIBLY STRONS HIND. 
'legs can propel them some 
I TWENTY-FIVE FEET INTO THE AIR. 


BUT THE TABO&NAI IS NEVER 
MORE IMPRESSIVE TO WATCH. 


\ THAN WHEN IT IS 

\trul/at home... 



TWE ANIMAL INHALES; 

I LUNGS FILL WITH WATER 
[AS SILLS GASP OPEN... 


ilN THB WATBRi 


AFTER THE FIRST PAINFUL 
BREATH, THE SMALL SET OF 
LUNGS ADAPTED FOR LIFE 
ON LAND FILL WITH WATER. 


ALLOWING THE ANIMAL 
I TO LOSE IT'S BUOYANCy. 


SWIMMING TO THE OCEANS 
DEPTHS FREE OF DANGER 
FROM INTERNAL RUPTURING. 


THE TABOSNAI BECOMES 
•MORE AGILE IN THE WATER. 


• A SPECIES FULLY SUITED 
FOR IT'S TRUE ENVIRONMENT. 





I CIVILZZBD, 
MANNERED, 
HEEDINe ORDER 
AND RULE.VIB 
ARE A TRIBE OE 
INTELLECT... 


THIS 

SEPARATES 
US FROM 
ANIMALS; 
MINDLESS 
BEASTS, f 


<5ROW 

AND 

WEARY... I must^^^^^^^H 
NOW TRUST 
THE FATE OF 
OUR 

ANOTHER'S 

WELL IN MV 
TLME?^ 

I 

TAUSHTTHEM 
THE WAV THAT 
THE ELDER'S 
^^^^NAD TAU6HT 


I "FORTUNATE. 

IS ONE WHO'S 
EARS HAVE HEARD 
WISDOM WHEN IT 
HAS SEEN 
^ SPOKEN." 


» AND 
NOW, I MUST 
SPEAK IT. 



>NE WHO 


YOU DEEM 
WORTHY lO 
LEAD 

- YOU... ' 


i MY BROTHERS. . . 
TOMORROW I WILL 
ASK YOU TO CHOOSE' 
ONE WARRIOR FROM 
_ EACH TRIBE... 


'■Z HE MUST ^ 
' BE STRONe. ^ 
WISE, AND LED 
BY THE BEST OF 
INTENTIONS IN 
k ORDER TO J 
^ RULE. 


THE STANCE 
IS AT HAND 
TOMORROW. 


EACH WHO ^ 

Choose to compete, 

WILL BE JUDGED ON 
THEIR INTELLECT. 

. INTEGRITY AND 
\J^A DERSHIP^ 


THIS ALIGN/MEm- 
OF THE PLANETS COA^£S 
BUT ONCE EVERY THIRD 
SPRING. AND I HAVE 
SERVED YOU FOR 
THE PAST THREE 
k CELEBRA TIONS ...A 


TOMORROW 
I WILL NO 
LONGER 
BE YOUR 
^ RULER... ^ 


3^ GIVE ^ 
Y ■>^UR ATTENTION * 
' TO /?yrOW4, AS HE 
OPENS OUR CEREMONY 
, WITH A FORETELLING 
L OF TOMORROWS A 
^ UNION. 






GODS < 

fjOlN ME Pl^SE TELL OF 

THE ANCIEHT ”77^ /ZT . TOMORROW. , 
L PRAyED AND LET — 

^PHAYbR... SHARE THE 

VISION... 





l^Ki 

1 '/ 

f 

1 


f 

i . 

M J 

n/VOT^ 




Tomachb 

^HAUNfA 




THE VISION 
FADES... 


DECISION PRESERVB^^^M 
MUST BE XHg 

k MADE... bloodline... OR 1 


THE 0ODS 
HAVE 6IVEN 
US THEIR 

WARNINe... 


r IF WE ARE^ 
TO CONQUER, 
FEAR IS NO 
k OPTION! J 


NEXT ISSUE: ' 

■ THE CONCLUSION 




One second she was eating, the next, .some .subtle ^ 

I instinct had her on her feet and mnniiig to the bridge, .sw.iying 1 
I ihc_^ erratic motion of a ship gone unstable and yelling ^ 

« “Report!" at the top of her voice. 

“Instruments indjeate emergence of wormhole-" 

'■ There isn’t a wormhole in this sector." 

"Ship's library confirms wormhole phenomenon' 

I She caught sight of the boiling white pout of distur- 

I banco that could be nothing other than a wormltolc plugging 
I open the space directly in front of licr. 

“Helm to starboard! Hard!" 

I 'vi'rc lucky, the)- might just slip under the edg' 

I of the yawning maw that seemed to be sucking the ship in. 

I l-rom this angle, the hole looked far larger than it might actual- 
ly be, for all it wasnt supposed to exist at these particular 
j ordinates in Delta Quadrant. She'd eho.sen this area, offir.a.., 
shipping routes, so she could let out the Fiver’s cngiiiM without a 
running any other vcs.sel down. I he seventy meters of her ship . 

I were no more than a splinter at its perimeter, yet she might just- 
be able CO skim pa.st, jf?*- 

Fighting against ilie bucking of the deck beneath her 'Vv 
, feet, she pushed herself into the pilot's chair, fingers fi)dng to 'C" 
release a mayday k-acon. propelling it well astern ' '• 
ofhership. With her left arm. she fumbled into the safety har- ’ 
ness but had no time to fasten the belt when the .ship juddered 
■“Vj: inexorably yawed to port, unable to execute the starbo.ird 

• maneuver though she could hear both thrusters and engines 

• ' roaring to comply. The wormhole had got her and the ship was ' 

slipping over its thick lip and down into its brilliant, roiling 
■ ' interior of the tunnel it made. A tunnel to where? She clung 
■ 'o file right armrest, struggling to secure herself in the harnes.s. - 

"'"'■n’l'olc. m.i’am,'' s.iid the AL 
What procedures are recommendtxl?” 

Nimisha .swallowed a totally inappropriate and uselc-ss 

expletive. 

"Shut down the drive. Use thrusters to keep us as 
steady a,s pcxssible, Helm, .she replied, firmly quelling the fright 
she could not quite suppress. To her immense chagrin, .she 
relived tlut she had forgotten to program wormhole protocol. 

Now, in the incredible gullet of the hole, ii was too late! 
Furthermore, she’d never been in one. Stable wormholes were 
relatively uncommon, and no one in their right mind entered 
one that hadn’t been thoroughly probed. 

Was the pas.sage through a hole supposed to be this 
rough? if Helm’s reflexes hadn’t been femto-sccond fast, thev’d 
be mashed against ilieside.s, the hull scored if nut penetrated by 
the protuberances that .she .saw more .rs retina! after-images they 
passed by so last. Pciralluy was considered the best piis.sihle 
materia! to d.ul spacecraft anil she had used the most .ulv.mced 
composition for the Fiver, but it could be dented and scraped. 

.She could lose the exterior modules and sensors. W.is she being 
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n her for whatever protection that would allon 
o pun to get her right arm through the strap; 
just as a savage downward plunge brouglit Iter forelie.id agains' 
the armrest with sufllcient force to render her unconscious. 

'Ma anir Ma’am" the calm voice of her pilot asked 
your vital signs are .showing distress. You should report imme-. 
, diatcly to the infirmary." Witen there wa.s no replw tlie advice 
was repeated with an additional quen’t "Orders are required. 
No preprogrammed orders conform to the current emergency. 
Orders arc requested. .Ma’am?" •I'hen. as tlte svormhoie indeed 
‘j spat them out into starlit sp.ice. Helm added. “Without formal 

• > ofders. will comply with standard operating procedures 

- “Ma’am? Maam?" 

Lady Nimisha? Plca.se answer, Ladv Nimisha. Do 
I you wish more to cat?" 

"Nimi, get to your feet and get over to cli 


you from here." 

The sentences, each in a different but recognizable 
rone from patient repetition to anxiety to command, gradually 
penetrated Nimi’s fo^ed mind. 

She struggled to sit up, rolling her eyes at the pain in 
her head, crying to remember what had hit her. 

“Orders, please, ma’am. I am on standby." 

.Standby? Nimi repeated and forced her eyes open, 
hand at her temple so that she felt the dried blood that had 
congealed there. “OH," She shed the half of harncs.s- she had •; 
managed to get on and tried to stand. "Helm, report!" 

She made a second and successfiil atterript to get to ] 
her. feet and made her way to the medical station. Wove her * 
way, she amended. She’d had quite a crack. 

Doc. how long have I been unconscious?” ' 

“ I hree hours, twenty minutes, six seconds and-" ' 

“Thank you. Helm," she cut off the hundredths. "I 
asked the Doc." 

"Helm needs to hear your voice, Nimi." the medic . 
said in krd Nave.s’ soothing baritone. • 

“Now lie down before you fall.’’ 

in position made her head throb, but the 
infirmary unit’s extensions had snaked out of their niches to 
clamp on her body for readings. 

"Shaken but nothing stirred." the Doc said rca.«iir- 
ingly. "Wc’il just relieve the symptoms ami clean up that cut. 

A spurt of nu-,skin will clo.se it nearly." 

Nimi gfimaceil as a swab made her aware of how ten- 
der the spot was but the sudden coolness on her arm from a 
hypospray meant that the discomfort would soon disappear. 

"All systems functioning normally," Helm said. “No 
damage reported in any .section despite the turbulence of the 
wormhole. The hull has been scraped on both .side.s hut has not 
lost integrits'," 

“Wormhole!'’ Nimi.sha would have shot upright if she 
hadnt been entangled with cxtcndables, which were still check- 
ing her over. 

"I-et's just keep our cool," Doc said. 

“We were drawn into a wormhole, ma' 
were renderetl unconscious by the buffeting," w.is 
tribution. 

•Somehow she got the ili.stinct impre.ss../. 
voice that it wa.s lier puny luiman fault that .she v 
and he was sorry for her, Hmmm..,mavhe she 
gram Helm when .she got back lo the v.ird. rh.ii .icior lud 
embroidered on the script sviil, .some emotional content that 
w,^s not to Ikt liking. Damn him 

"Wlut isoiirpo.siiion?" 

i here was a long pause, during which she was given 
another injeciion for shock, the Doc .said. 

"I'm waiting, I lelm." 

Working, iiia.im. on esiablLshing our pre.sent po.si- 
iion with .star identillc.itiim program." I Idm was almost a mis- 
nomer lor the limciions haiulled by that Al; It w.is not onlv 
guidance, but engineering, communicatioii.s. navigation and 
science, .is well as comniLssary for all the stipplies on board the 
Fiver which were not for human con.sumption. And it ordered 
those in from tlic lists supplied by Gitcp 

Nimi craned her neck to get a glimpse of the main j 
screen. 5 

“You'll have time enough to look at it when vou've 'l 
been cleared by me. Nimi. and have had something to’ bring fi 
your blood sugar up to normal. Cater, prepare a sweetened and f 
restorative drink, high protein, full trace elements." * 

“Yes. itideed. My pleasure." 

Nimisha wondered if she actually heard a note of I 
relief in Caters voice. The Al was not programmed to initiate J 
requests as Helm and Doc were. 
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The- manipulative arms of the infirmary withdrew. 
"Move slowly now," Doc advised. "No permanent damage but 
' you gave yourself quite a crack." 

“I’ll have to sec to the armrest design. Pad it better," , 
Nimisha muttered. "Take note please, Helm.” she added as she 

• walked slowly toward the dispenser and the cup of steamy liq- 

• uid awaiting her. Judiciously sampling it, though it was at just ' 

■ the right temperatutc to be ingested immediately, she thanked 

. Cater and got a fervent "You’re very welcome. Lady Nimisha," V 
as she returned to the pilot con.solc. ' 

“It shouldn’t take you this long to match spectro- ‘ 
analyses. Helm. What’s the problem?" 

“I can find no matches, ma’am.” : 

Nimisha blinked. "You’re programmed with every ’ ' 
single data cube available to the Fleet on every single star sys- ' 
tern. You mean, that wormhole took us outside the Delta ; 
Quadrant?" 

“That would be a correct assessment of an inabilit)' to 
iilentilv' any of the primaries visible. We ate substantially clos- 
er to the Magellanic Clouds, so we must be nearer the southern 
celestial pole. 1 believe I can identify the constellation Doradus, 
but it is the only familiar starscape.” 

Nimisha looked out, not precisely doubting Helm but unwill- 
ing to concede that she. and her ship, were lost in space. She 
knew what configuration of stars she should have seen from the 
Fiver at the position where the wormhole sucked her in. There 
were no comfortingly familiar star-pattern.s visible, but she was 
still in a populous area to judge by the multitude of primaries 
shining all around her. 

“Well, if my brains were scrambled, at least yours can't 
be. Helm." 

“No, ma’am." 

"What about that double star? Surely it’s unusual 
enough to have turned up somewhere on Fleet explorations? 

"It docs not match within the necessary parameters 
for any double stars on file.” 

Nimisha cased herself into the pilot’s chair and sipped 
at her beverage. It had a minty flavor and something else, more 
exotic, but she could feel its restorative rush, 

"Infrii.sting,” she s,aid, matching a tone het mother 
would use when faced with some unusual situation. 

".Shall I log it in?" 

"Might as well. Do the whole panorama," Nimisha 
addeil witli a sweep of her free arm. "Might be useful si 
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At least Helm didn’t sound worried. No, the wi 
was all hers. 

"Helm, ha' 

"No, ma'an 

“Ye.s. ofcour.se, sina 
standard operating procedure 

"No, ma’am.’ 

For that matter, she didn't know what that would be 
either but she could \s-ish he had Ic.ss need for so many nega- 
tives. Had she been conscious, her first action on being spat out 
would liave been to send a probe back through the hole with the jy. 
nr^«»-nr st.ir narternx. However, site hadn’t been awake and she 


en't programmed for the 
exiting wormholes." 


present star patterns. However, she hadn’t been awake and she 
couldn’t fault Helm for not knowing what action to take in such 
a situation. 

"Then, please prepare a new beacon, giving our regis- 
I ttation and corn-pulse configurations, the spcctro-analysis of, 
1 the stars in our spatial vicinity and repeat our request for 
:t with any fleet or civilian vessel." 

“Aye, ma’am." 

An affirmative was a nice change. 

“Beacon away," Helm said a few moments later. 


I’hat was one advantage in having A1 units managing || 
the ship. They didn’t have to take breaks or eat or go to the . 
head at awkward moments and they svorked with great speed 
and efficiency. She sighed and drained the cup. 

"That did the trick. Cater, Doc." 

"1 recommend some rest, Nimi. while you’re awaiting 
a response." 

"Aren’t you the optimist?" She replied with a snort. . 
But the idea of getting horizontal and sleeping was a good one. 
She’d be able to think better when the headache, as well as the ? 
nicdication that had reduced it, wjs gone. “You have tlic conn, 
Helm.” 

“I have the conn, ma’am." ^ 

She slept her normal six hours and woke refreshed. 
After a quick shower in water which her purifying system kept 
fresh enough to allow such a luxury, she dressed and. le*aving her 
quarters, gave Cater orders for her breakfast. 

“Good morning. Helm. Any report?” 

"Nothing to report, ma’am.’’ 

“Good morning. Doc." 

“You sound perfecilv normal," Doc said cheerfully. 

"Thank you. And thank you, Cater, for breakfast. 

She asked for music since she liked it in the back- 
ground when she was chinking liard. Indeed, she had no ioea 
at all of what to do next, apart from waiting beside the beacon, 
hoping its pulse would alert someone. Her meal fini.shcd. she 
resumed the pilot's chair, staring out at unfamiliar constella- 
tions. Why, that band of stars in the grouping to the upper 
right \-aguely resembled Orion’s belt, but the rest of the constel- 
lation did not match. 

“Helm, lias your inspection of the immediate vicinity 
turned up any M-type planets nearby?" 

"Three, ma’am.” A red light briefly circled the three 

primaries. 

“ Thai many?" 

"Ye,s. ma’am.” 

"Well, when 1 find myself twiddling my thumbs, we 
can alw.iys go take a look-scc. Might as well." Action was 
preferable to sitting like-who was it on her tuffec? "Til give it 
another three days. Th.it would give time for our initial pulse 
to reach main shipping lanes." 

"Or the curious of this Quadrant," Doc added. 

“A search of the records of ship.s missing in the gener- 
al vicinity of that wormhole has proved fruitful." Helm sud- 
denly volunteered. 

"Oh?" 

"F.ighteen ship.s in the two hundred and fifty years of 
recorded space cxploraiion." 

"t)hr She paused, smiling ironically. "Make that 
nineteen. Helm, .since we'se just joined that elite group." 

"Yes, ma'am." 

"When was the List one reported to Fleet?" .She held 
her breath for his reply, 

"iiftcen year.s ago. Hxplor.itory Vessel i-Sl‘S 9K66h, 
the Poolheg. was reported missing. Her List report came from 
this general .irea." 

"Fifteen?” Well, .she was not going to mi.ss C.uiv.is 
Necklacing. Somehow she’d find a way home before that aiis- 
picious event in her daughter’s life three and a half years from 


'Three days later there had been not so much as a peep 
( from the pulse. As it h.id been sent out in ail directions, she 
was obviously far from any responder, even those discreet Meet 
j ‘ears’ that Caleb had told her dotted knosvn space. However. 

I that did not mean that there wouldn’t be a rcspon.se. Nimisha 
I was not constitutionally p.iticnc. She required action. It shed 
I been traveling to a destination, there would have been other I 
I matters to involve her. Hanging motionless in space. i 


though she prc^rammed a day full of the various activities she ■ ' 
had for diversion- exercise in the gymnasium, playing interac- 
tive games, and an immense library of tti-d and capes-was not 
the same thing as having a destination. 

She also spent time with Helm in gathering a file of i 

i'r'irVv'S't, ^P<tc*to-analyses of all the primaries in their present starscape. 

These were inserted into the beacon’s data file. ' '• 

'’Helm?" she began firmly after her breakfest on the 
fourth morning, ‘How much does it uke a pulse to get from , 
one side of Delta Quadrant to the other?" 

“Nine full ship days with the strength of the unit on , 

board." 

Slowly she came to the bridge and looked out at the .. 
uninformative and strange starscape. 

“We shall remain in position then, to allow any 1 ' 
searchers time to reach us," she said. "I shall make use of the ' 
suspended animation lacility. Doc." 

“Always ready to comply, Nimi.” 

Heim, you will monitor any incoming pulses. You 
will have Doc revive me instantly you have received any : 

^ response. If, however, the wormhole reappears-" She paused. 

C wondering if using that escape ftom her present position was 
considering the erratic behavior of unprobed worm- 
v .f!"'' immediately enter it, deploying a second beacon 

' **®^‘*’g the time of this re-entry. Doc, if Helm takes us into the 

'■ wormhole, revive me." 

"Is this advisable. Lady Nimisha?” Helm and Doc 
' ' asked in chorus. 

“I can’t be more lost th.an I am now, can I?" she 
_ replied. At least I can leave behind proof that I was here and 

am still very much alive." 

“There arc three primaries with habitable planets. 

^dy Nimisha. Why not investigate the possibility of establish- 
ing a planetary base?" asked Helm. 

“A good idea." she said, rubbing her chin thoughtful- 
ly as Helm red-circled the three prospects again. “But there is 
every possibility that the wormhole would return us to our 
starting point, and that would be the best .solution.’’ 

Shall you stay in suspended animation until that 
time?' Doc asked. “If there is no response to the pulse mes- 
sage?" 

A good point. Who knows when that wretched hole 
will reappear. All right, let’s set a limit of a year to this day for 
revival if neither a message arrives nor the wormhole appears. I 
don't want to stay away any longer than necessary." 

To herself she put the question; Which way would 1 
have to go to get back home? Helm had registered no direc- 
tional bend in which the wormhole h.ad bridged the space from 
there to here. Once again .she thought how. ifshe had only been 
conscious when they reached the end of the wormhole, she 
could have launched a probe with her current starscape back 
through the hole before it closed. Though what good that 
would have done was moot when there were no recogni/;ib!e 
primaries at this exit point to guide a rc.scue party. Kvemually, 
the bf-.icon would guide in a rescue vessel, liveniualiy! 

No, of course not, Nimi,’’ Doc said, his tone approving. 

Helm repeated the orders. 

1 am also to be roused ifl_^ 
anyrhing...extraordinary...shou!d occur in our current .spatial 
neighborhood." ‘s.-; 

Anything not covered by standard operating proce- 
dures. ma’am?" ' 

"You got it, Helm.” 

•. Nimisharo.se, walkingwithstiffstepstothcinfirmary I 

unit. She didnt like this expedient but it was better than wait- j 

ing around and fretting herself over her inability to take action. i 

I She'd had several short spells of suspended animation and was I 
I none the worse for them. She did dislike not being present, but I 


• . -r;; 

she could trust Helm and Doc to rouse her if an)'thing unt<’- 
ward happened. 

“Whenever you're ready. Doc," she began but wistit ; 
sure how much of the sentence in her mind she actually spoke * 
aloud because the walls around the medical couch rose and • 
snapped shut over her head, the sleep gas already hissing i 
the enclosed space. 

“Lady Nimisha?" said a familiar voice as the fog of 
sleep lifted from her mind. The medical couch was open and ^ 
not so much as a whiff of the sleep ga.s remained. - 

“A full standard year has pa.wed, iha'am.” added v 
•, Helm’s tenor voice. 

' “And no response?" 

"No. ma’am." 

She felt the coolness ofhyposprays penetrating boch 

“Sit up slowly, Nimi, but I think you’ll find you’re in 
excellent shape after that nice long nap," Doc said. 

"May I fix you something to cat, Lady Nimisha?” 

Cater asked. 

Nimisha’s stomach rumbled. 

“Indeed you may." she said, following Doc’s advice 
about movement. She was stiff with disuse, “Helm, plot a 
course to the nearest of the primaries with an M-type planet. 

I'm tired of hanging about in space. Let’s .sec what mischief wc 
can get into out there." 

“I am programmed to remind you. Lady Nimisha," 

Helm said, sounding as close to reprcs.sivc as the AI could get. 
that we are constrained to avoid contact with emerging species. 

It is against FSP policy to interfere with normal evolution when 
the indigenous population has reached either tool-making or 
settled agricultural base level." 

fhac is. if there is an indigenou.s and .sapient popu- 
lation," she said with a grin. 

Yes. ma am. was Helm’s not at all contrite response. 

Nimisha smiled as she collected the usual post-sleep 
liquid me.al. 

“This at least tastes appetizing, Cater. ■l'hank.s,’’,she 
said after the first tentative sip. The gruel for the revived that 
was offered on naval ships was .so bland it w.is difficult to swal- 
low. 1 hat was another of her little improvements for long-dis- 
tance traveling: savory comestibles, 

"And, Heim,” she added, "leave an update on that 
beacon to indicate our new destination." 

“Already programmed, ma'am." 

She shrugged- .She really was almost superfiuous. 

“Lstimated arrival time?" she asked. 

"At Interstellar .Speed ’Ihree, we will reach the 
heliopause in two days." 

So he it. Helm. Wc will decelerate and record all 
d,i_ta on our way into the third planet. It i.s the third planer, isn’t 

"Ves, ma'am." 

■'.Standard almost, isn't it?” she murnuiad. 

■'Yes. ma'am." 

Nimisha made a fecial grimace. Oh, svell, 'ves' was 
more encouraging than another spate of ‘ no’s' from Heim. ' 

She felt the thrum through the deck plates as the I-'iver s . 
moved forward, gradually increasing speed sufficient to enter i 
IS-drivc. She watched the stars in the view screen begin to blur. • • 
counted down to herself to the translation into the IS speed 
mode, and braced herself just as the Fiver slid forward. She had ^ 
become inured to the insertion nausea, was still pleased when ii 
passed as they settled into warp drive. ■ 

Report on insertion and performance, please?" After I 
all this was still a trial run. I 

"All systems functioning at normal levels and 1 
efficiency.” 1 




That was certainly as it should be. 

She opened her log and made the necessary entry. 
- Helm would have kept the ships log updated on a daily b.isis; 

] slie would have to update hers. 

The feet that she now iiad a destination made all the 
^ difFercncc to her morale. She felt alive, keen, wondering just 
what this world would he like. Of course, if there were any 
signs of civilization, .she’d have to veer off. She could almost 
wish there were a society of some sort to visit. As the first 
r.. Emissary of federated Sentient Planets. 

Damn. Had .she pur onboard the universal translator? 
Yes, she must have. She remembered having Hiska install the 
unit. The woman had given her a shocked and .surpri.sed look. 

, But she’d done it. 

■'Helm, is the universal translator activated?” 

"Yes, ma’am. Shall 1 put it online?" 

“No. but I’m glad it’s there.’’ 

"Yes. ma’am.” 

"Always prepared for the unexpected, aren't you, 
Nimt?” said Doc. 

She gave an ironic laugli. “Except for a wormhole. 

Doc.” 

"Well, yes. but \'ou had cleared your course with the 
hlect, and they had no records of a phenomenon in that sector, 
had they?" 

“No, they didn't. It's mostly used for their navy 
maneuvers and testing since it’s rather barren of stars and 
planets." 


"Let’s orbit and .see what else 
discover,”NimLsha .said, tolling the log to include that order. 1 
She’d had the usual space traveler’s briefing from PSP about not I 
infecting indigenous sapients with too abrupt a contact with a 
space-faring race and whai to do if by any remote chance she ^ 
spacc-farers. So fer the universe seemed very full of J 
species incapable of ever attaining that freedom. 

‘Shorter day, I sec," Nimi.sha mentioned as they o 
pletcd one orbit. "And no sign of what we tend to term ‘t 
lizaiion' either." 

“No. ma'am," Helm rcfJlicd. "No artificial satellites. | 
No pulses, no sonar or radar transmissions. Not even radio." 
“Let’s go in." she said. 

The ship continued its inward spiral, quartering the I 
planet’s surface as it went. I 

Daylight .shone on a land teeming with small and la^c life I 
forms, jungles, fore.st.s, plains, and mountain ranges of consid- P 
erable height and depth running like twisted spines su^esting I 
their savage upthrust from basement rock materials. The night- | 
side did not show any fires or the use of fossil fuels. The plan- 
et did have ore deposits that would certainly interest developers P 


"It i> 


IS certain that there had been intensive .searches 
for her, while she had slept. Caleb Rlistin, not to mention her 
mother and Cuiva, would never give up until they either heard 
the ship’s death knell or found her. That was comforting, but 
she did want to make it back before Cuiva was Necklaccd. She 
looked forward to that liay: slie'd he able to take her daughter 
more liilly into her confidence and to examine Cuiva's natural 
aptitudes. No rea.son for the girl to be one of those gilded-or 
misshapen for f'a.sliion-dilettantes. Useless creatures. Her 
mother niighi h.ive been traditional in every .aspect of .social 
behavior .mil .i devil for proprieiy, but she had never becti vapid, 
shallow. Rijiidymense women had always been 
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aneis, the eolile.si, innermost, 
anoiher giant, and while there was no .istei 
gas planet and the lourth. the third was 

physical pusiiion for being dose enough to its primary to he 
iiabiiahle. It had three moons, the large.si farther out, with iwo 
inner ones seeming to chase each other. Must wreck havoc with 
the tidal sy.stcm. She decided to call the third planet Erchwon, 
partly after an ulii dysiopic novel she’d once read and partly ; 

■_ because it was ’nowhere’ backwards and that certainly was her 
r ; present situation. She hovered by the large moon to do the I 
usual ba.sic invesiigatis'e tests, sending down an exploratory I 
probe and waiting for its reports. 

No holes in the ozone layer, the usual useful mix of I 
I atmospheric gases, sufficient se.as, and nine continents, three | 
I with archipelagoes re.aching out. like broken fmgcr.s to the larg- ' 
It land masses. Helm, in the AI’s science officer capacity, agreed I 
I that the planet looked to be eminently habitable. 


back in her native portion of the galaxy. 1 hat is, if they could 
here were no sapient inhabitants. Further cir- 


establish that there were no sapient inhabitants. 

cling brought her over portions of the continents, Helm assid- 
uously mapping though Nimisha had turned off that screen, 

She tried viewing the surface at high magnification to be able to 
make out details, but it gave her a headache to sec surface fea- - . ' 

cures speeding by tiiat quickly. So she reduced the magnifica- ■■ •' 

tion and trusted Helm to call her attention to any anomalies. _ , , 
On the fourth lap. Helm spoke. 

"Sensors read an unusual metallic mass on the plateau 
directly ahead." 

Nimisha turned up the magnification but they were 
too fer out to determine what the anomaly was. other than 
something that perhaps ought not to be there. 

"Mark it. Helm. Definitely needs to be seen." 

On the seventh lap, another anomaly was discovered. 

"Now that's ridiculous. Wc haven’t seen so much as a 
b.ind of humanoici nomads hut those two metallic blips are not 
indigenous to this planet. I’ll bet my Necklace on it.” 

“Rash of you, dear Nimi," Doc s.iid with a palpable 




he. 


"You know me, Doc," she agreed, 

"Iwt’s home in on the first anomaly. Helm. 1 think 
certained that ibis indigenous population are mainly 
iinlikflv tn be evolution.iriiy compromised by our 


prese 


malv. I 


There is .i third me 
now re.iding.t fourth.' 

"We’ll li.ive a decco at those, too." 

It was out ol the hounds of possibility rh.ii all eighteen 
missing ships had landed on Erehwon, thinigli that would have 
been a logic.il cmirse of.iainn. given its suitability for humans. 
This could be rather a fun adventure. Oi course, the downside 
IS that if ihcv all had been stuck here since the)' were still lisi- 
as missing' then she was, too. Well, maybe some other 
marooned male would be passable. Lady Rczalla would be furi- 
.5 when -she learned of her daughter making any sort of an 
I improper alliance. But celibate life was not a pro.spcct Nimisha . 
luld contemplate with any joy! . 
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